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Merit Ultra Lights. The simplest utterances will suffice. Like “Gee!” 
for the ultra low tar numbers. Or “Oh, my!” for the unexpected taste. 
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“Sheriff Navarro is boosting his 
political fortunes at the expense of 
more pressing priorities in Broward law 
enforcement." 

—Editorial, Miami Herald 


Miami—tn the popular imagination, 
Florida is a cosmopolitan pastel 
playground where anything goes. In 
reality the state is as much a part of the 
Deep South as Alabama or Mississippi, 
especially in Broward County, where 
Nick Navarro, spurred on by 
conservative lawyers and family 
groups, is waging a continuing battle 
with the nasty rulers of the Miami hip 
hop scene, 2 Live Crew. 

Star of “Geraldo,” full-time media 
whore and sometime Sheriff of Broward 
County, Navarro is no stranger to. 
nationwide publicity. Last year he 
appeared on the front page of USA 
Today when his office started 
manufacturing crack for use in a reverse 
sting operation; he was profiled on Fox 
TV's Cops" for his fearless drug- 
busting activities, and he has been 
featured on numerous chat shows for 
his innovative policy of building tents 
to accomodate Broward County’s 
prison population. 

Last year, Broward County reported 
115 murders, 830 sexual assaults,5,212 
robberies, 6,202 aggravated assaults, 
25,478 burglaries, 11,190 auto thefts 
and 59,541 grand larcenies. It is 
estimated that some 80 percent of 
serious crimes went unsolved in the 
county. 

More adept at capturing headlines 
than criminals, Navarro saw fit to 
deploy 30 officers to bust Luther 
‘Campbell (AKA Luke Skywalker) and 2 


Live Crew for obscenity following a 
recent performance at Club Futura in 
the Broward city of Hollywood. This 
followed the arrest the previous 
‘Thursday of record store owner Charles 
Freeman for refusing to stop selling the 
2 Live Crew’s As Nasty As They Wanna 
Be after a Federal Judge had declared 
the record obscene. Accompanied by 
news camera crews, deputies forced 
Freeman to wait 20 minutes in the store 
while Navarro arrived to do his thing 
for the media. 

Nick Navarro has now become 
an instant celebrity. No media 
manipulator, he has unwittingly done 
hip hop something of a service (and in 
the process helped revive sales of As 
Nasty As They Wanna Be, an album 
long over until Nick came along). It’s a 
testament to the increasing cultural 
clout that the music now has in 
America. An incident that, a few years 
ago would have been a freak side show, 
a local quirk, has managed to get 
saturation coverage for a full week at 
practically every major media news 
outlet. 

When arrested after the Club Futura 
show, Luther Campbell reportedly said, 
“That's life in America,” a comment 
echoed by the T-shirts that have sprung 
up in the wake of the incident bearing 
the motto “I Live In Broward County. | 
Used To Think | Lived In America.” 

Though he’s been described as “a 
publicity-crazed blowhard who'd send 
a SWAT team after jaywalkers if it 
would get him 30 seconds on 
‘Nightline’,”” perhaps it’s best not to 
demonize Nazi Nick. He’s merely 
doing the bidding of Florida Governor 
Bob Martinez, who began this media 


Above: Keith Richards, still smoking after all these years. 
Below left: lexy holds on to his Inst for life. 


circus last February when he ordered a 
statewide investigation of 2 Live Crew. 
Bob has recently been in the local news 
for his fearless support of a local law 
banning “flossing” (the wearing of 


thongs—a swimsuit with only a string 
between the buttocks). As of now, 
thong-wearing sun-bathers risk arrest 
on Florida's public beaches. Now that’s 
life in America. 


—Frank Owen 
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Edited by Nathaniel Wice 


Itis generally not my habit to respond to 
letters to magazine editors, but after 
reading the letter from Mr. Suo regarding 
“Freedom Rocks,” | felt that | must 
respond. 

Mr. Suo stated that “There is nothing 
more ‘hip’ in pop culture today than the 
Wall with all ofits symbolism and 
tions.” He suggested the use of 
free pieces of the Wall as incentive to 
subscribe to SPIN, Although | agree that 
the destruction of the Wall is of great im- 
portance to the growth of the Eastern 
Bloc countries, | feel that Mr. Suo has his 
symbolism misplaced. The Berlin Wall 
is not a symbol of freedom. The destruc- 
tion of the Wall is a symbol of freedom. 
The Berlin Wall, in itself, is a symbol of 
oppression, 

While in Germany approximately one 
month before the destruction of the 
Wall, | met a man (West Berliner) who 
grew up during World War Il, and re- 
members the construction of the Wall 
years later. He also remembers, and | 
use Mr. Suo’s term, “al of its symbolism 
and ramifications.” In 1964, this man, a 
studentat the time, helped East Germans 
flee to the West, with great risk of per- 
sonal injury. He, along with other stu- 
dents, assisted in the escape of, and | 
quote, his “East German brothers” 
through a tunnel 15 meters below the 
Wall. Approximately 50 people escaped 
through the tunnel, This page of history 
ended in gunfire, leaving one East Ger- 
man police guard dead, No one will 
know whether he was killed by East or 
West gunfire. 

J also quote him when I say, “, for my 
part, don’t want any piece of this wall of 
infamy and cruelty. There is too much 
blood on these stones.’” But he goes on 
to say that he keeps for himselt a little 
piece of clay from the walls of the tunnel 


15 meters below the Berlin Wall. This is 
a symbol of freedom. 


Amy J. Etter 
Jackson, Mississippi 


I subscribed to your magazine because 
you left out all the top-40 bullshit. | was 
shocked when | saw New Kids on the 
Block written on the cover [June 1990]. 
“Fandemonium"’ was a nice attempt to 
make them look good, but | had to take 
Oderous Urungus’ [Guerrilla Gwar- 
fare,’ May 1990] advice and wipe my 
buttocks with it. 


New Kid Hater, 
Scott Nordgren 
Lexington, South Carolina 


You wrote many untrue facts about New 
Kids. You have no right to write lies 
about them. How would you like it if 
New Kids wrote lies about you? New 
Kids not only have enormous singing 
ability, but Jordan Knight and Donnie 
Wahlberg show talent with instruments 
also. These kids work very hard to pro- 
duce an album. | guess that is why peo- 
ple call them the five hardest-working 
guys in showbiz. | think you owe them at 
least.a “sorry—I made a mistake by writ- 
ing that article full of lies.” 


Laura Parzych 
Brockton, Massachusetts 


My day had been extremely strange be- 


Introducing the Sony D-35 
Discman® Portable Compact 
Disc Player. 

‘Mozart, at the tender age of 8, mea- 
suring just 4’ tal, created his magnificent 
Symphony in C Minor. 

He proved that size is no obstacle to 
genius. As does the multi-talented prodigy 
called the Sony D-35 Discman. Measuring 
just 5” across, the D-35 is the only portable 
D player blessed with o Direct Access” key- 
pd, for zeroing in on any selection. And, 
thanks to its Program, Time Edit function, it 
is easier than ever to create perfect tape 
compilations. 

There's an LCD Music Calendar, which 
gives you enough information to keep track 
of your tracks—plus a remote control 
attached to the headphone cord. And an 8x 
oversampling digital filter to create a sound 
quality that many home CD players would 
happily lay daim to, 

The D-35, like all Sony Discman port- 
ables, offers the expertise expected from the 
inventors of the compact disc. And like the 
Maestro himself, it demonstrates that size 
has nothing whatsoever to do with ability 
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How Often In The History | Discma 
Of Music DoWe Find Something 
Small, Yet Incredibly Gifted? 


fore | had gone to my favorite record 
store to pick up the June issue of SPIN. I 
saw a Japanese bootleg of The Rocky 
Horror Picture Show, went to get the wa- 
ter checked in my friend's air-cooled 
Volkswagen bus, and cut my head open 
in a demonstration of punk juggling. 
And then to see a feature story on New 
Kids on the Block! | nearly left a log. 

But | read on, and when | finished, | 
smiled deep and wide. Leave it to SPIN 
to show the “white bread” when it turns 
moldy. Thanks for the level of intelli- 
gence and humor you bring to Ohio, 
among other places. | credit you and 
yours with removing the term “music 
journalism” from the list of oxymorons 
such as “military intelligence” and 
“safe sex.”” 


The Village Idiot 
Bowling Green, Ohio 


| waited and waited and you finally 
wrote an article about New Kids on the 
Block. | knew you wouldn't be able to 
ignore their talent and popularity for- 
ever. It renewed my faith in SPIN. 


A Fan of NKOTB, 
Cynthia Coburn 
Medford, Massachusetts 


Tim 


Pertaining to “Murder Rap” (Flash, May 
1990]: Let me set the record straight on 
MC Hammer. 

First of all I’m a brother with a ghetto 
mentality and | listen to people like Pub- 
lic Enemy, Ice-T and KRS-One and other 
hardcore-type rappers. MC Hammer is a 
straight out beat-stealing non-rapping 
sucker. His whole show and crew are 
just an updated minstrel show. Even 
though he has tried to improve his pub- 


lic image by doing a token song about 
saving the children, he is a phony, 
greedy person. | bet MC Hammer 
wouldn't talk to the Rhyme $yndicate 
like he talked to 3rd Bass, who were just 
calling it as they see it. 


Peter D. Slaughter 
Dayton, Ohio 


In regards to Byron Coley’s comments 
about us "Underground, May 1990], 
against our better judgment our lawyers 
have advised us to burn all photos and 
negatives of the alleged incident. 
Though one of the photos captures a 
scantily clad gentleman, bearing a 
strong resemblance to Mr. Coley, smok- 
ing ICE with a 12-year-old Honduran 
she-male, we have complied with our 
attorney's wishes. We hope this will put 
this ugly matter to rest. Regardless of the 
positions of the young men in the pho- 
tos, we maintain that they are only 
friends. 


The Crabs 
New Haven, Connecticut 


Byron Coley responds 
sirs.”” 


“Thank you, 


Concerning Ishmael Reed’s article [An- 
tihero, May 1990]: Maybe if the white 
race and the black race stopped pointing 
fingers at each other and just tried to pull 
together, it might help the most impor- 
tant race of all—the Human Race. 


Michael Pierce 
St. George, Utah 


Address letters to the editor to: Point 
Blank, SPIN, 6 W 18th Street, New York, 
NY 10011, 
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After all, ij smoking isn’t a pleasure, why bother? 
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Staff Selections 


The Great White groupie magnets (\-r): Mark Kendall, Tony Montana, Jack Russell, Mi 
Can rock'n'roll survive 
in what amounts to a 
Mormon theocracy? Why is 
Salt Lake City the groupie 


capital of America? 


Whatever is repressed, rebels. 
Nowhere is this truer than in Salt 
Lake City, but that’s not the 
impression one gets at the airport. 
Everything is eerly clean: everyone 
is smiling and extremely white; al 


women tote either skis or a toddler. 
Nevertheless, this is the groupie 
capital of America, as many bands 
will cheerfully verify "Its like when 
you were growing up, gis who 
went to Catholic school were the 
wildest out of school,” says Great 
White keyboardist Michael Lardie. 
“| don't agree with the Mormon 
religion,” he adds. “I don't think 
‘women should be barefoot and 
pregnant. So it's interesting what 
happens when the young ladies of 
Salt Lake come to a concert. 
Everyone's real open about sex, like 
"yeah, this is what we're here for'” 
Brad Barker of the local band 
Victims Willing doesn't get any 
groupies. But "the metal and punk 
scene here is thriving” he insists 
from behind the counter at Raunch 


Records. This, despite a local 
government that's 90 percent 
Mormon and bent on keeping sex, 
drugs and rock'n'roll out of its fair 
city. "They tried to ban cable— 
regular HBO—for violence and 
sex” Brad recalls. “They're trying to 
ban beer kegs, which eliminates the 
party scene—though nobody can 
prevent you from buying 32 six- 
packs. 

“The kids feel suppressed" he 
continues. "Like, there's a gir! who 
draws skeletons and skulls for a 
fanzine, who has to sneak her 
drawings out of the house, because 
her artwork is ‘evil’ There's also the 
stress of having to leave your 


MORMON COUN’ 


iriend when youre 18 and go on 
these missions for the church, to 
convert people. Then youre 
supposed to return, marry the git 
and settle down to an old-fashioned 
home” 

One of the members of Faith No 
More, when opening for Metallica in 
Salt Lake, asked the kids "How many 
of you are Mormon?" and they 
freaked out. Hated the band. Threw 
things at them, spat at them, 
screamed. When | related this story 
to Great White's opening band 
Havana Black, who are from Finland 
and bored with Utah already, lead 
singer Guts laughed, “Im gonna get 
up there and say ' have hormones 
for Mormons: " (He didn't) 

“it's rebellious, but also 
subservient," says a female security 


te! Lardie, and Audie Desbrow. 


quard about the groupies. "Women 
are very repressed here” Michael 
Lardie disagrees: “The gitls are the 
pursuers, the ones initiating the 
contact, Where's the subservience in 
that?” 

Monday is “family-at-home night” 
in Salt Lake City. But instead of 
sitting in the living room reading 
Scripture, a sold-out arena of kids 
are spending Monday screaming at 
Great White, a band whose real 
talent lies in gorgeously sad, bluesy 
ballads, but whose rep is for songs 
about blowjobs. 

“There's so many bims—uh, 
attractive young ladies—here,” says 
bassist Tony Montana about the 


backstage area. A girl comes up to 
him and asks for something to take 
home with her. Like his clothes. Or, 
"How about your gum?” 

The star groupie, a Miss America 
clone with a pink crt and white 
fringe bustier, is amazing, "Is almost 
like the Aryan race here,” says 
Michael Lardie, looking at her. 

Cami and Katie, ages 16 and 17, 
‘are making their first foray into the 
backstage scene. They giggle a lot, 
‘and are too shy to approach the 
band members. Cami agrees about 
this being a groupie capital. "There's 
simply nothing else to do here,” she 
explains. At last glance, theyre * 
exiting out the back door with a 
couple of roadies. 


—Daina Darzin 


Neil Zlozower 


BEER DRINKERS’ 
FAVORITE 
FOUR LETTER WORD. 


Miller Lite is the premium-brewed light beer. It’s not some 
watered-down version of a regular beer. That’s why Lite tastes great. 
And great taste has made it the most popular light beer in America. 
Which is something any beer drinker will swear t 


MILLER LITE. WHERE LESS FILLING REALLY TASTES GREAT. 


No longer just a cult favorite, 
Faith No More and their 
intelligent brand of metal are 


seeping into the pop 
consciousness, 


If you asked Ax! Rose, Metallica's 
James Hetfield or even Def 
Leppard vocalist Joe Elliot, they'd 
tell you that the future of rock Is 
Faith No More. Their trademark 
blend of metal power riffs and 
textured a1 


ngements, 
9d with tasteful rap 

1s made this San 
Francisco Bay Area quintet one of 
the most critically acclaimed 

‘And now that their 
The Real Thing, is 
acceptance—over 
100,000 units sold at press time— 
Faith No More have become a 
force to be reckoned with. 

They've certainly come a long 
way since their origins as Faith No 
Man, a forgettable early-80s post- 
\debted to the 


‘More than a woman, it's 
rade rapper LA. Star. 


Half-Jewish Star 


Rapping’s her game and raunch is her middle name. Say hello to L.A. Star, hip 


hop’s answer to Millie Jackson. 


Female rapper L.A. Star is rude, straight, smart and hard, with an Amazon body and blond corkscrew curls, She 


Half-Haitian, ha 


teenager—driving a “luxury car service,” running with 

been killed). She made it by being straight up and speaking her mind. Her debut album Poetess is 0 
swinging statement of antiviolence and female self-assertion that might be summed up 
am." (This is the gir! who has NPT—No Pussy Test; Le., no free samples—shaved in her hair) 


has a gravelly, 40-cigarette-a-day voice and tells stories about driving limos in fishnets for gangsters. She's 
Neneh Cherry with credentials, MC Lyte with hips. 
ywish and raised in the Bronx, Lisa All Star lived the rough and ready streetlife as a 
rs, having a daughter at 15 (the father hi 


“My thing is the new righteous sex thing. This is realistic,” says L.A. Star. “I'm having sex. Are you having 
sex? | mean, are there any virgins in the house? We might have to search several houses’ 

Influenced by N.W.A and good Jamaican dance-hall slackness, her specialities are love, smut, ghetto life and 
herself. "I like being e woman. You have children—so what, you get a few stretch marks,” she says. Her debut 


single, “Fade To Black,” is hardcore wisdom for the community, which she translates in conversation as 


saying to the young brothers out there, ‘Don’t get yourself shot, a lot of women need you, man. A lot of women 


not even born yet need you’ ” 


Obscure No More 


Killing Joke/Chrome school of 
sonic assault. With the addition of 
sicko axeman Jim Martin and then- 
vocalist Chuck Mosley, they 
altered the name, and released We 
Care A Lot, their 1985 debut album 
on the indie Mordam label. This led 
to their consequent signing with 
Bob Biggs’ Slash Records, and 87's 
Introduce Yourself LP, which 
featured a reworking of “We Care 
A Lot,” FNM’s first and only foray 
into new wave dance 


because of long-standing personal 
problems, the band—Martin, 
drummer Mike Bordin, bassist Bill 
Gould and keyboard player Roddy 
Bottum—hooked up with 
heartthrob crooner Mike Patton, 
best known ice behind a 


Have Faith, 
will travel. Fail 
No More (I-r): 
Mike Patton, 
‘Mike Bordin, 
Billy Gould, 
Jim Martin and 
Roddy Bottum. 


Juvenile, Chl Peppersnsptred 
outfit called Mr. Bung! 

This past year hes Cas 
whirlwind for Faith No More. On 
the road virtually nonstop since 
May 89—highlighted by a West 
Coast arena jaunt supporting 
Metallica, and a three-month 
nationwide tour with Volvod and 
Soundgarden—Faith No More 
have finally achieved popular 
id industry respect (as 
ent Grammy 


popularity a alot to do 
long-ste 
relationship with Metelica. The 
connection goes back to high 
school, where Bordin and Martin 
were close friends of the late Cliff 
Burton (who died tragically in a 
1987 tour bus accident), jamming 
together and turning young Cliff 
on to cool punk bands like the 
Dictators and the Misfit 
Metallica's interest in 
Coupled with the fact 


the wheels for Faith domination 
were set in motion. 

Via AT&T, | asked Jim Martin, in 
London on the set of (and before 
their lip-sync performance on) 


“Top of the Pops”—Great 
Britain's answer to “American 
Bandstand"—and on the eve of 
their sold-out show at th 
prestigious Hammer: 
to explain FNM's 
rock glory. “It st 
and has gotten large, 
“And it looks like if it gets the right 
food, it'll get even bigger.” 


—Steven Blush 


Since the start of this 
column, Elvis has 
been besieged with 
letters. We select 
some, gather ‘round 
the Ouija board and 
walt for his response, 
Hfyouhave a question 
for Elvis, send it to 
SPIN, 6 W 18th 
Street, New York, NY 
10011. Please keep it 
short. Elvis is still a 
busy man. 


jill Pearlman 


Elvis, 


What do you think of all the 
recent developments 
Could this be the 
triumph of democracy? 


Alice Waters’ 
Rochester, New York 


Dear Alice, 


Well, honey, history is a real 
funny thing, because you 
never know too much about it 
until it’s already done with, 
and by then it seems foolish 
to study it because it 
happened such a long time 
ago. That's what | thought 
when | was a young boy in 
school. But now | know 
different, and it's real 
interesting for me to watch 
them tear down that wall and 
free that colored man from 
jail. I'm stil no kind of historian 
though. I'm really just a 
country boy. People always 
forget that. 


Love, 


oli y 


'm hot, therefore | 


Caroline Greyshock 


Glen Loferman 


ct 
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FLASH 


Ordinary People 


Dealing in the language of everyday life, the Sundays are 


where pop meets po-mo. 


The way Boy George preferred tea to sex, the 
way William Carlos Williams preferred 
language “from the mouths of Polish mothers” 
to highfalutin rhetoric, the way the Queen 
wears plain cloth coats—this is the way the 
Sundays carry their fame. Their debut album, 
Reading, Writing and Arithmetic, made them 
instant UK stars. But according to Harriet 
Wheeler and David Gavurin, the songwriting 


with love and loss, another patch in the fabric 
of life. “It’s not the world of drama, i's not the 
world of showbiz,” says Gavurin, an 
accountants son who met Wheeler, an 
architect's daughter, in a Bristol college. 
“Things in life don’t lead to definite 
conclusions. Life doesn't always work out in 
neat little stories to be consumed.” 

Rather than being numbingly boring, 


couple at the core of the band, they're not a. Sundays’ songs are rich, lulling pop, full of iy | 
big deal, they're not mysterious, not making _—huge melodies, clean structures and Wheeler's el 
art, not pompous, not wacky, not the voice of coy, romantic voice. Slurred, petulant, =] 
a generation: they're the apotheosis of the desiring, Wheeler sounds like Lolita without 2 | 
ordinary. The only garish thing is the her candy or the eternally wandering Georgy z 
brassiness of singer Harries henna hair, piled Girl, Guitars intertwine and occasionally Z 
‘on top of her head, which could compete with _ splash dissonant metal, but as texture, not : 
anything in Atlantic City. edge. It's the Sugarcubes off acid singing : 
a eee cca at ws Sunday Muddy, Sunday"‘all Weak long! Sundays' best (-r): Paul Brindley, David Gavurin, Patrick Hannan, 
about—the everyday. Uneventful, damp, shot —Jill Pearlman and Hartt Wheeler. 
influence, at least in their song 
ome Yy “Scabs On Lori's Arms,” which 
features Flatula, in her best Imam- 
~all th — meets-Sid Vicious bellow, wailing 
Call them ob hem sacrilegiou nti “How you gonna keep ‘em down on 
latto know how to tell a dirty stor the farm / After they've seen the 
‘ ea Ne el Benny rcihe scabs on Lori's arms?” over a 
Elvister Shanksly is an ordained — messenger, by night lead singer and bad oompah-band tuba bursts and pulsing Moroccan beat. 
reverend in the Universal Life tuba/saxophone blower for Tragic righteous sax bursts, all accented by Live, their stage antics make logy 
Church, a cabdriver, a Charles Mulatto. To commemorate playing Flatula’s tormented vocals, look like Barry Manilow. Drummer 
Manson look-alike, and a coleader CBGB, the birthplace of punk rock, reminiscent of Janis Joplin and © Bambinonymous—by day @ 
and banjo/bassist for San she slashed up her body with a Sharon Tate in a death ditge duet. masseuse at the Nuit d'Paris 
Francisco's psycho-azzcore! razor. “The face was a litle harder The Iytics often share poignant © Massage Parlor ("I don’t do 
performance-ert band Tragic  thanmy arms," she admits."Because panting put-downs of Ms.Lee Roth's handjobs, but will do spankings”) — 
Mulatto. Reverend Shanksly I'm outdoors alot 've got e leather- lesbian ex-lovers. “She's A Ho," for likes to perform in the buff, as does | 
received his ordination through the skinned face,” example, features this classy Flatula, whose nipples will most 
mail, but don't tell that to the couple _ Like the Grateful Dead, Tragic couplet:"When|smellherfishy twat likely be adorned with clothespins 
he married. Cabdriver Shanksly Mulattoisa San Francisco bandwith it makes me want to take a squ and duct tape. Flatula also enjoys 2 
once reluctantly allowed a man to two drummers, but the self- Their latest album, Chartreuse peeing into cups onstage, and the 3 
masturbate with a dildo up his ass in righteously mellow Dead are way Toulouse, sports a Middle Eastern good Reverend frequently dons g 
the backseat of his taxi. He even too uptight to have allowed stockings over his face, gangster- 2 
pushed the solledtoolbackinafterit audience members to masturbate style, while his genitals find comfort 2 
had fallen onto his destination- onstage. Another difference: Tragic inside the warmth of a Pink Panther H 
clipboard. "He promised me a lot of Mulatto is less likely to jam on thelr hand puppet. Now that's sack- 7 
money,” sighs Shanksly, “but he instruments than they are to jam religious. 3 
only gave me 15 bucks. ‘objects into their many orifices. Ea 


Playing Squeaky Fromme to 
Shanksly’s Manson is Flatula Lee 
Roth, by day a Bay Area bike 


The Mulattos combine tribal 
drumming and —_spooky, 
psychedelicized guitar leads with 


—Lance Gould 


ih 
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«faaeh 


Na 


Shopping with the Mulattos (I-r): Jehu,.Flatdla Lee Roth, 
Reverend Elvister Shanksley,, Fifi and Bambi Nonymous. 
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At sundown, the gulf breezes coo! city, but nothing cools What's'more, when'you head for the beach, you can easily 
down-hot sounds from.a Blaupul jottestnewsis thatyou remove the Tampa from your car with the quick-release handle 
can own the Tampa SOR 29 FM for under $250.00, orleaveit with the 4-Digit Security Code activated. 

Blaupunkt’s advanced tu lets you program up The Tampa's not the only Blaupunkt FM/AM receiver under 
to15presets(10 FMand5AN h station. FM frequency $300.00. Check. out the Boston, Phoenix.and Newport..Each 
response is an incredible 35 to 15,0€ . And Blaupunkt’s exclu- becomes part of a system of incomparable sound fidelity when 
sive Optimum Reception Con S$ maximum listening fidelit paired with Blaupunkt’s BEA 108E Equalizer Amplifier‘and 

The Tampa gives you cassette deck. The loud- CB4500 die-cast enclosed speakers, which are great for your car, 
ness button with separate s and le contour allows a fine home, boat or even portable sound system. 
tailoringof the sound. = For a dealer near you, call 1-800-237-7999. Wherever you 

You geta powerful 2x7 jal amplifierand a 4-speaker live, Blaupunkt generates the hottest sound under the sun. 


hookup. Plusa Flex Fader 4-Channel, RCA Preamp Output 
lets you add more pow 8 @ BLAUPUNKT 
j Bosch Telecom 
4 
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Art Housing 


From marginal East Village art enclave to Hollywood and 
prime-time TV, Ann Magnuson’s career has been a strange 
and brilliant one. 


You're driving on the expressway loop around the city when you see a sign over anew 
‘community dwelling development: "If you lived here, you could be home now.” And you do a 
double-take, for these condos look just like the ones you live in and suddenly, for a moment, you 
forget where you are. 

“I don't know what the whole intention of anything is anymore,” says Ann Magnuson, pioneer 
performance-artist-cum-TV-star, who is returning to the stage this summer with a one-woman 
tmulticharacter show entitled “You Could Be Home Now.” 

As manager of Club 57 in the late 1970s, she included the entire East Village in her kitsch 
fantasies, moving in the 80s to the big screen (starring with John Malkovich in “Making Mr. 
Right”) and has entered the 90s on prime-time TV (ABC's “Anything But Love”). “TV tends to 
depict the independent career woman as a brittle, biologically freaked-out hyena, and I really 
hate that,” she says. “My TV role [as a magazine editor] challenges that. And Ike the concept of 
the character, which | personally see as the spiritual offspring of Donald Hollanger and Ann Marie, 
the couple on “That Gir,” with her father’s passion for journalism and her mother’s passion for 
clothes.” 

While TV has challenged her with its rigorous weekly demands, Magnuson has found release 
singing/reciting with the New York band Bongwater. "Bongwater has been a very liberating 
experience. It's encouraged me to be more personal about things in performance or writing. 
Even if it doesn't always fit into the cool, ironic hip scene.” 

This more personal Magnuson is evident in “You Could Be Home Now,” in which she draws 
heavily from her West Virginia experiences and associations. “I'm interested in the concept of 
home,” she says. “Especially in light of the AIDS epidemic. You just start to think about what is 
permanent and what is important. This constant spectre of death Is prompting a lot of people to 
do all the things they ever wanted to do, whether it’s moving into a better apartment, buying a 
puppy or traveling.” 

Magnuson's stream of characters prompts the audience to their own memories, creating a 
patchwork of responses. “The audience's role,” she says, “is to take all those disparate elements 
and let them connect in ways that are personal to them.” The result is a unique quilt like an 
heirloom hanging in a prefab condo, reminding the family of the home they used to live in, 


Word Up 


Ifyou want to know what really matters to today's pop stars, pay attention 
to what they actually sing about. Dive into their lyrics, count their nouns, 


—Robert Gordon 


A single isn't a single these days without 
innumerable remixes. But what does the 


art of remixing actually involve? 


Its 1100 AM ona crab dy in New ack City. 
i above the 


exclude the pronouns and tote up their rock'n'roll vocabularies. ors gament dict 
With this information, the schizophrenia of Guns N’ Roses’ name becomes De La Sou Dj Pace Master Mase is remixing 
explicit: they’re equally obsessed by love, violence and working through "Rebel Music" by London's Rebel MC at lng: 
their Oedipal complexes. Paula Abdul covets Madonna’s position as the volume. Mase leamed all he 
queen of dance-floor love, borrowing % of her top 10 words from from De La producer Prince Poul and his 
Madonna's list. Still, Abdul can't express herself: she also uses vague words Psa carl agra who's now 
like “thing” and “way” all the time. of the Bish muitack ape. As 
‘Tracy Chapman wants to transcend that pop language and address forthe fage's muscal content, Mase obliged 


abstract concepts such as “time,” “life” and “soul.” But “love” sneaks in as with a one-word summation: been 


u1AD) j204y 


wth 


the third most common word in her recorded music—the same ranking as Time was when a mixer’s job was simply 
on Abdul's list. “Love” also tops the lexicons of Madonna and Guns N’ Roses; duty pa fo dnc cage 
in fact, Madonna uses “love” four times as often as any other noun. Does through, but now the process is more 
that mean she loves us more? Maybe she just understands the pop song me pipe acy and redefining 2 Pace Master Masi 
dictionary a little better than anyone else. ie eaee eaten ti “te me meee =e 
Bie we 4 
Madonna Paula Abdul Tracey Chapman G@ the snare, lead vocal and femme valing are Brown LP, fs stp-mined and, anid 
Madonna Paula Abdul ‘Tra hapman Gur Poe elietpacctrd be Pond dprpabeerseta 
‘ Mase attacks his tak glefily, laying a fat hypnotic ax rifts the spot topped of by an 
baby time drum foundation via the then ‘omate trumpet figure, the track is now 
heart (Queen Latft's Dj Mark the 45 recognizable. 
love King's anon fra montousbasine, Such is Vocal and instrumental cues ae rapidly 
life ‘Mases enthusiasm tat a knob fromthe mixer worked ou sae the various eds tobe 
thing baby Ales acros the room. cffered up tothe record company.’ 6:00PM, 
heart soul patience Mane pick wo a becen coy of nen and Be pup es bed ay Wink ce 
ata life Brown's "Revoliton ofthe Mind rom the pile Pu the master, aves andthe real work 
cf agged records onthe foo and sells his _resumes—the new De La abun 
oat (et tal ol Vu nlyahwy 
mountain mommy Rebels 
world people knees epee be aay 


This ain’t a one man thing 

Or a one woman thing 

That solitary stuff ain’t happening 
It’s a family affair 


THE REAL mock Eas) 


The new album from the master mixer of 
reggae and rap. 
features the single and video 


“FAMILY AFFAIR” 


Areworking of the Sly and the Family Stone classic. 


Produced by Claude Evans 


Jamaica and the Bronx meet... 
On Elektra Cassettes, 
Compact Discs and Records 
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1991 Camaro RS $11,510" = automatic transmission. ® Fucking 

EPA est. MPG city 18/hwy. 27. ® Lots of standards: Dynamite sound syst€ms 

suspension, cast aluminum 15” wheels, full analog instrumentation. inted glas 
wipers. digital clock, tilt steering. * Standard PASS-Key® security 

the most sophisticated theft-deterrent system in Chevrolet history. * Driver 

supplemental inflatable restraint (air bag). © 3-year/50,000-mile 

Bumper to Bumper Plus Warranty.* 
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a7 é ~ OF AMERICA IS WINNING. 
’ TODAY'S CHEVROLET pe 


= No, that price is not a misprint. You really can get all the style, 
allure, all the legendary street smarts of Camaro. All for a sticker price that'll m 
you do what everyone else does to Camaro: look twice. Which, of course, 
of its fringe benefits. The new 1991 Camaro RS. When it comes to lool 

like a million, for a lot less, nobody's winning like The Heartbeat of Ameri@ 


35 
Years 


e) 
Rock'n’ Roll 


July 9, 1955, Bill Haley's “Rock 
Around the Clock” went #1 and 
the world has never been the 
same. Thirty-five years later, as 
rock’nroll enters its fifth decade, 
we thought it was time to throw a 
birthday party and remember 
some of our favorite movers and 
shakers. Hey, let’s rock ’cause 
rock’n roll is here to stay. 


Frank Zappa: Big W 4 
Keep on Turnin® 
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MORRISON 


Long, long ago, in a place far, far away, when rock’n’roll 


Tye always been attracted to ideas that were 


about revolt against authority. Fike 


about breaking away or overthrowing of 
est 


ished order Ham interested in anything 


Ht revolt, disorder, chaos —especially 


activity that Seems to have no meaning. It 
seems to me to be the road toward 


nal revoll is a way to bring 
wedom, ... But the main 
the Doors... The world 
w wild West. A sensuous 


fom —ext 
Ht internal f 


things is that we a 


we Suggest is of ani 
evil world.” 

Jim Morrison, from Elektra Records 

prome biography lanuary 1967 


tH think? E think the 
problem with rock'n'roll today is someone let 
too much light in, With MTV, commercial 
advertising and corporate sponsors, 

aylight has destroyed the 
mesmerizing darkness. Somehow the shades, 
1 pulled and the shadows disappeared 
With the exception of the Velvet 

ones, Alice 


You want to know wh 


somehow all the 


Underground, some early $ 
Cooper and Ixgy, no band ever celebrated the 
darkness as successfully as the Doors. Most 


great rock'n'roll bands touch on it during 
their lifetime, but ne other band but the 
ire career lurking in the 


Doors spent their © 
Lwilight, and so wonderfully articulated what 
they found there 

He y other band had such at 
beautifully evil host to Introduce you to the 
netherworld. Jin Morrison truly was one of 
the Fallen Angels. One who had forsaken 
Heaven in order to fulfill his curiosity about 
What else was out there, Sure Mick Jagger 
cLacted the part, wisytling his ass, 


1S 


looked a 


was dangerous. . 


thy For The Devil.” But 


ug “Sy 
somchow you knew alter the show Mick was, 


headed straight for the party to hang out with: 


the movie stars, billionaires and other lords 


and ladies of the jet set court 
On the other hand, Jim Morrison was, 
probably going to be arrested after his show: 
In 1981, Tom Baker, whi 
Morrison's best drinking buddy and is a 
prominent character in Oliver Stone's new 


movie on the life of Morrison, published 


of his times toilet hugging drunk 
with the “Lizard King” in High Times 

aaggaaine, The pi 
rock'n'roll in the 60s, Join us as we take 
another look back 


meme 


ured the spirit of 


One cold, gray November day, Iwas on 97th 
Street ni 


Carnegie Hall walking with my 
{down and cursing the hypocrites: who 
Hf 


¢d someone call “Heyyy, Tom,” and 


he 


kept me from my desery and fortune. 
The: 
look 


house. He hadgust seen a movie version of 


me 


«Lup to see Jim emerging from 


movie 


James Joyce's Finnegan's Wake and he was 
feeling Irish and poetic. We Went to the bar of 
his hotel, the old Great Northern, and 


ordered beer and Irish whiskey. 


on, we were toile hugging drunk, and 
remaining upright scemed to defy the law of 
gravity, when Ray 
with one of the 


vared along, 
had come 
Lo collect Jim for a concert that evening. 1 
was amazed he was going to do a show. After 
all the booze, I didn’t see how he possibly 


could perform, He urged me to come along, 
suggesting [introduce the group and recite 


some poems. My drunkenness clouded my 


better judgment and [piled into a long black 
limo with Jim and the band. After going a few 
blocks, Morrison had the driver pull over and 


he dashed novelty store, returning, with, 


six Brechtian masks, every one a different 
color Back in the timo, he handed them out 
to each of us and we were off. L passed out 
before we were halfway through the 

Midtown Tunnel, only to awake an hour later 
rely 


with an exeruciat fal need 10, 


The show was to take place in a dull little 
town called Danbury, Connecticut, and the 


driver was none Loo swift coming out of the 


chute, and it took longer than necessary to 
© But h 
and Lwas able to re 
Hooked 
were a long way from 46th Street, [was a 
wand ugly building, prisontike in its, 


find the ple finally Hgured it out 


eve myself 


round and quickly realized we 


n 
coldness, an all-purpose high school 
auditorium and gymnasium, very distinetly 
rikand. Well, that’s good, 1 
Let Jim carry his dark: messages 


American he 
thow 
directly to the fi 


But the atmosphere 


ade me 


appreh pout the introduction, Fi 


rsive 


sned to Sense this and chided me about 
losing nerve, L was wearing a deceptively 
expensive looking black fur coat, and with 


the mask, felt very much out of ph 


“The bane took up their places behind the 
curtain and. pecked out fromm th 
trying to get a fi 
choked when [saw all these prepubescent 
runs with their Ma's and Pa's, clutching, 


Doors albums to their heavily beating, 
breasts, 


30 


I took a deep breath and stepped into the 
spotlight. The image of row after row of beaming, 
clean-cut faces clashed in my head with the more 
familiar and expected sights of dark, murky, dope- 
in-the-air, sex-drenched clubs, and I couldn't help 
think we had made a wrong exit on the turnpike, 

Irushed through the shortest poem I knew, 
muttered something about having known the boys 
from the Los Angeles days, then made a quick check 
behind the curtain and got the hell out of there, I 
watched from the wings, flanked by local honchos 
and some of their lovely daughters, who must have 
pulled their parents by the short hairs to gain 
access. Jim threw himself into his performance, and 
the kids loved him. They were on their feet 
throughout, yelling, “Jimmy, Jimmy,” and begging 
him to sing “Light My Fire" until he obliged. He was. 
still brilliant and exciting, but for me, much of his 
magic and dangerous spontaneity were swallowed 
up in the huge hall, 

The ride back was exhausting, my head was 
pounding and I hadn't eaten all day. It was well after 
one AM when I was deposited on the corner of 57th 
Street and Seventh Avenue. Jim and I had not 
spoken throughout the trip and now he lifted 
slowly, and nodded at me, saying, “See ya next 
time.” My hangover increased my paranoia, and I 
worried that he was disappointed by my uninspired 
beginning. 

‘The limo disappeared into the flowing traffic, and 
Theaded down the subway stairs. He was going on 
to piles of money and great adulation. I was faced 
with door pounding and job searching. | pondered 
the ironic reversal of our fates in the past year as I 
rode down to Greenwich Village on the BMT. As I 
approached my apartment, I remembered my 
girlfriend had been waiting for me since early 
day. “Christ,” | thought. “What am I going to tell 
her? She'll never believe I've been doing what I've 
been doing, Shit! Another problem, Fuck Pam! Fuck 
Jim! Fuck the Doors!" 


in the 


Whenever we went to the rock clubs, such as The 
Whiskey or The Experience, Jim would cause a stir 
as we walked in and the kids gathered around him. 


Morrison was usually in a semiconscious stupor 
and seemed oblivious to the fans. As soon as we sat 
down, the resident groupies would pounce on him. 

Sometimes, I would share in the spoils, other times I 

would be ignored as though I were invisible, and still 
other times Jim would be so comatose, I would get 

them all to myself. 

One night we went to the grim little Hollywood 
flat of two of these creatures and sat up till dawn 
drinking and talking. One girl soon revealed herself 
to be a practicing junkie and she brought out a 
plastic vial of pills, blue tablets called New 
Morphine, a strong synthetic morphine. We crushed 
them with a tablespoon and sniffed the powder. The 
high was speedy and euphoric and Jim became 
loose and talkative, telling us endless tales about 
himself, including the story about his body being 
inhabited by the spirit of an old Indian who died by 
the side of a New Mexico highway. The junkie 
offered to let us use her outfit but we declined. Jim. 
was not inclined to use downers and hated the 
thought of using a needle on himself. Aside from 
this night, I only saw him use cocaine or 
hallucinogenics. 

After a while, I went to bed in the front room with 
the junkie and the other girl began to wrestle Jim 
into her room, He had become somewhat inert and 
sat with his head on the kitchen table. After a great 
effort, she got him into her bed and shut the door. 

About 10 minutes later, she joined the junkie and 
me , complaining about Jim's lack of interest. Soon, 


the three of us were engaged in a robust bout of 
interchanging sexual positions and then I passed 
out, exhausted and content. 

I awoke at the crack of noon, alone, I sat in the 
kitchen drinking instant coffee and smoking 
cigarettes for about 15 minutes, then curiosity got 
the best of me and I slowly opened the bedroom 
door and looked in, The little beggars had 
abandoned me for Jim and he and the junkie were 
asleep alongside one another. The other girl was 
feverishly giving Jim head, trying to pump some life 
into his pathetically limp dick, looking not unlike a 
lioness feeding on her fallen prey. She glanced over 
at me for a moment, then went right back to work. I 


returned to the kitchen and crushed up another pill. 
Late one night, in the Elektra recording studios, 
after listening to the just-completed mix of the Soft 
Parade album, we were typically drunk and 
Morrison was more than a little apprehensive about 
the album. For the first time the Doors had 
recorded with horns and strings, and only a few of 
the songs were Jim's own. I began to break his 
chops about the sleek and expensive looks of the 
studio and offices, which had been financed almost 
entirely from the profits of the first two Doors 
albums. 

“Jesus, look at this place, Morrison. It's fucking 
disgusting. You did this Jim, you financed this 
whole round-haircut establishment. Why'n fuck 
don't you just move your whole corporate operation 
up to Sacramento with the rest of the bureaucrats? I 
mean, look at this, man—your songs, your words 
paid for all this.” 

1 indicated the brand-new latest-model IBM 
typewriters and shiny file cabinets and desks. Jim 
had a slight smile and was silent but I could see I 
was getting to him. He looked at the equipment as 
the others with us tried to suppress nervous 
laughter, Next thing we knew Jim hopped on top of 
a desk and began to heel-stomp the costly IBM, 
kicking it to the floor and jumping down on it, then 
pouring beer over papers and files. I thought sure 
there would be hell to pay, but the next day the 
mess was cleaned up and nothing was ever 
mentioned about it. 

In the late 60s, the Living Theater returned from a 
long period in exile during which they wandered 
over Europe performing their radical and 
revolutionary brand of theater, At the end of the 
show, members of the cast would confront the 
audience in their seats, shouting slogans of protest, 
encouraging everyone to join them on stage and 
take off their clothes and reject “uptight” society. 
About three-quarters of the people joined in, and 
things were getting very chaotic when the school 
authorities called in the dogs and pissed on the fire. 
At one point, Jim turned to me and said, “Let's start 
afire in the balcony, or something. Get a riot going,” 

He had a madder than usual look in his eyes, 
though I knew he was sober. He left his seat and 
walked to the edge of the stage for a few minutes, 
then left, telling me he was leaving town for Miami 
early in the morning, 

It’s too bad he did not get some of the “crazies” 
out of his head before he left, because the next 
night, his concert in Dade County resulted in a riot; 
he would later be charged with indecent exposure 
and other outrageous behavior. 

It’s possible no one knows what really happened 
that ridiculous night. Jim was guarded and stoic, 
saying only that he felt confident his lawyers could 
take care of it. I'm convinced he was influenced by 
the antics of the Living Theater from the night 
before. But more significantly, I believe he was, 
simply, tired of it all. I have never met anyone 
whose sensibilities were more unsuited to the 
rigorous demands of being a rock star and sex 

symbol. No doubt, he had enjoyed the music and the 
explosive reaction of the young people he so 
strongly identified with, as well as savoring the rush 
of success and sense of power and manipulation. 
But Jim was a scholar and all his life his academic 
achievements were outstanding. His success as a 


Continued on page 93 
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35 Greatest 
Moments In 
Rock‘n’Roll 
Television 


1. January 28, 1956: Elvis Presley 
appeared on the “Dorsey Brothers Stage 
Shovk” Quincy Jones: “If you want to know 
the exact moment that rock'n'roll started, it 
was right then.” 


2. April 8, 1956: Elvis Presley appeared on 
“The Milton Berle Show." Filmed aboard 
the USS Hancock, with an audience of 
thousands of excited sailors, Elvis 
performed “Heartbreak Hotel” and “Blue 
Suede Shoes.” Afterwards, Berle, dressed as 
a hillbilly claimed to be Elvis's twin brother, 
while Presley looked on, unamused, 
Unbeknownst to Berle, Elvis’ real twin 
brother died at birth. 


3. September 9, 1956: Elvis Presley was a 
guest on “The Ed Sullivan Shove" This was 
the famous show where the Pres’ was filmed 
from the waist up only. 


4, August 11, 1957: Jerry Lee Lewis 
performed on “The Steve Allen Show” The 
Killer's first TV appearance was an 
unbridled sensation. His performance of 
“Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin’ On” left Allen 
speechless—a first. 


5. February 9, 1964: The Beatles on “The 
Ed Sullivan Show" As Ed would say, it was a 
“rilly big shoe.” 


6. June 3, 1964: The Rolling Stones took 
over “Hollywood Palace.” Their first 
American TV appearance. After they played 
““[ Just Wanna Make Love to You," a mike 
picked up the show's host, Dean Martin, 
proclaiming, “Frauds—they're singing 


frauds.” 


7. October 14, 1964: Although “The TAM. 
Show’ 's headliners were the Beach Boys 
and the Rolling Stones, this show is best 
remembered as the day when white-teen 
America discovered, then conveniently 
forgot, show-stealer James Brown. 


8. March 5, 1965: Howlin’ Wolf on 
“Shindig” The Rolling Stones agreed to be 
on this show only if they could bring a guest 
along. While Wolf howled “All Those Years 

,” the Stones sat in a circle around their 
idol, with Brian Jones at his feet. One of the 
backing Shindogs on this show was guitarist 
James Burton. 


9, January 18, 1967: The Rolling Stones 
were guests on “The Ed Sullivan Show” 
Censors wouldn't let the Stones sing their 
current hit, “Let's Spend the Night 
“Together” so the bad boys, those English 
rebels, changed the words to “let's spend 
some time together.” 


10. Summer 1967: Chad and Jeremy 
performed on “The Dick Van Dyke Show” 
Mobbed at their hotel, the UK hitmakers 
(“Lady Godiva”) hid out at Rob and Laura's 
during an episode entitled “The Redcoats 
Are Coming.” 


LL, September 27, 1967: The Who appeared 
on “The Smothers Brothers Show." A very 
drunk Keith Moon put too much gunpowder 
in his drum kit, so during the customary 
instrument-trashing after My Generation” 
the explosion was so great that Pete 


\* The Clash:Don’t touch that 


dial. -. it's a white riot. 


‘Townshend was thrown 10 feet. Townshend 
blamed that incident for much of his 
hearing loss, 


12, October 81, 1967: 13th Floor Elevators 
on “American Bandstand.” After they lip- 
synced “You're Gonna Miss Me,” Dick Clark 
asked the band if they were ahead of their 
time. “We're all heads?” guitarist Dave Hall 
replied. 


18, The Seeds on “The Mothers-In-Law” 
Kaye Ballard and Eve Arden decided to 
manage a rock'n'roll band and it turned out 
to be Sky Saxon and company, Saxon looked 
completely out of it, especially when Kaye 
and Eve joined the Seeds oom-pah-pah 
version of “Pushin’ ‘bo Hard.” 


14, May 5, 1968: James Brown on Boston 
‘TV. Fearing any large gatherings of blacks, 
authorities tried to cancel a James Brown 
concert on the day Martin Luther King, Jr, 
‘was assassinated, Brown convinced them 
that there'd be an even bigger riot if the 
show didn't go on, so they let it proceed and 
‘even broadcast it on local network 
television to help keep blacks inside, It 
worked, as Boston suffered much less 
‘damage that night than any other major US 
city. 


15. February 1969: “33 1/3 Monkees Per 
Revolution” took the airwaves. Fresh from 
finishing “Head,” the Monkees set out, and 
succeeded, in producing the most 
psychedelic TV special of all time, 
Somehow, in the midst of this acid- 
drenched indulgence, the guests included 


puiey /uejnoy vonsuesnD] 


D. Redfern/Retna Lid, 


Fats Domino, Jerry Lee Lewis and Little 
Richard. 


16. May 23, 1969: The Doors played 
“Critique,” on a PBS special. It was the first 
time the word “motherfucker” was heard on 
wv. 


17. December 17, 1969: Tiny Tim married 
Miss Vicky on “The Tonight Show” Tabloid 
‘TV was born! 


18, January 1972: John and Yoko guest- 
hosted “The Mike Douglas Show” for a 
week. The highlight occurred the first day 
when Lennon met Chuck Berry for the very 
first time and jammed with him on 
“Memphis.” Yoko sang background and 
when she went into one of her wails, Berry 
noticeably grimaced. 


19. March 1972: The Legendary Stardust 
Cowboy appeared on “Laugh-In:" The 

masses got a faceful of the three and a half 
minutes of homeless ranting that is 
“Paralyzed” and somewhere Dr. Demento 
was watching 


20. January 1974: The New York Dolls 
entertained on “Don Kirshner's Rock 
Concert.” The New York media darlings 
tried to make a national splash and 
Kirshner, of the Howard Cosell head- 
warmer, gave them six songs to do it. After 
doing “Showdown,” “Stranded in the 
Jungle,” “Trash,” “Chatterbox,” “Don't You 
Start Me Talkin’ ” and “Personality Crisis,” 
the Dolls sold another couple hundred 
records. 


21. May 1976: On “The Beach Boys 
Special,” produced by Lorne Michaels and 
starring much of the “Saturday Night Live” 
cast, Dan Ackroyd and John Belushi, 
Aressed as cops, invaded the bedroom of a 
sleeping Brian Wilson and forced him to go 
surfing in his bathrobe. As we were to find 
out later, Wilson's completely befuddled 
look was not just great acting. Dr. Landy, 
where were you when he needed you? 


22, April 15, 1977: Iggy Pop and David 
Bowie were guests on “Dinah’s Place.” 
Promoting Lust for Life, Iggy and David, 
along with Tony Sales on bass and Hunt, 
Sales on drums, performed “Sister 
Midnight” and “Fun Time.” During the 
interview segment, Bowie was shown in 
ears from trying to stifle his laughter when 
Dinah Shore asked Iggy what it felt like to 
crawl around on broken glass. 


28, Summer 1977: The Dickies appeared 
on “CPO Sharkey” The LA speed 
chipmunks played “Hideous,” much to Don 
Rickles’ consternation, 


24, December 24, 1977: David Bowie 
appeared on the “Bing Crosby Christmas 
Special.” Filmed on September 4, 1977, this 


show featured Bowie singing “Heroes” and 
then joining Crosby on a duet of “Little 
Drummer Boy.” By the time the show aired, 
Crosby had died of a heart attack on the 
ninth hole at Pebble Beach. 


25. November 1978: Elvis Costello ruled on 
“Saturday Night Live.” As a last-minute 
replacement for the Sex Pistols, Costello 
inherited the responsibility to shake things 
up, so he stopped the scheduled tune, “Less 
‘Than Zero,” after a few seconds and led the 
band into the brand-new “Radio Radio.” A 
few months later, on “Tomorrow With Tom 
Snyder” Costello said he got the idea from 
seeing Jimi Hendrix change songs once on 
British TV. 


26. Summer 1978: Patti Smith was a guest 
on “Kids Are People, Tho.” Smith 
astonished another guest, songwriter Joe 
Brooks, by delivering an impassioned 
version of his hit “You Light Up My Life.” 


27. August 1979: The Cars hosted 
“Midnight Special.” Remember, they were 
“new wave” then, so their hand-picked 
guests included Iggy Pop, Suicide, the 
Records, Lena Lovich and M. This, at a time 
and place usually reserved for the likes of 
Helen Reddy, Leo Sayer, Ann Murray and 


the Bellamy Brothers. 


28. May 17, 1980: Public Image on 
“American Bandstand.” Not even 
attempting to lip-syne “Poptones” and 
““Careering,” Lydon sat on the edge of the 
stage, made faces at the dancers and pulled 
some of the kids onstage. This appearance 
wasn’t nearly as obnoxious as... 


29. JJune 25, 1980: John Lydon and Keith 
Levene guested on “Tomorrow With Tom 
Snyder” They refused to answer any of 
Snyder's questions with anything besides a 
snicker. Lydon told Snyder, “Humor us.” 
“Not for long,” answered the host, and 
indeed after the commercial break Lydon 
and Levene were gone. 


30, Bowie's “1980 Floor Show” starred the 
‘Trogg’s. Bowie and Marianne Faithful, 
dressed as nuns, sang a duet of “I Got You 
Babe.” 


31. June 14, 1980: The Clash performed on 
“Fridays.” No controversy here, just a kick- 
‘out-the-jams assault, which included 
“Clampdown,” “Train In Vain,” “Guns of 
Brixton” and “London Calling.” This was 
the dusking of the Age of Aquarius, 


The Beatles 


82, January 29, 1983: Prince appeared on 
“Solid Gold.” Prince brought his entire 
stage set-up, complete with lights, ramps 
and backdrop, not to mention eight backing 
musicians, and then lip-synced "1909." 
Besides an earlier unimpressive appearance 
on “Saturday Night Live," this was one of 
the few times Prince has ever been on 
network TV. 


33, January 18, 1986: The Replacements 
wore guests on “Saturday Night Live.” 
Besides solid performances of “Kiss Me On 
the Bus” and “Bastards of Young,” this show 
was memorable because the members of 
the band traded clothing with each other 
between songs. 


34. February 28, 1984: The Eurythmics 
appeared on the Grammys. Annie Lennox 
sang “Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This)” 
wearing a fake moustache and sideburns. 
Ninety percent of Middle America didn’t 
catch on, 


35. April 16, 1990: Iggy Pop did a loungey 
version of “Search and Destroy” on John 
Sayles’ TV series, “Shannon's Deal,” proving 
that television has come a long way. 


oon to be a major 


Saturday morning cartoon. 
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Our rating system explained: You've got to be kidding. You don't think we'd actually explain a system it took us years to 
develop. But it’s perfect. Really. Here are a few hints, though. For instance, Being Dead automatically gets you 37.35 GGPs 
(Guitar God Points). Whereas Marrying Valerie Bertinelli will get you docked 75.5 GGPs. Playing Jazz. Music or even Trying 
to Play Jazz Music loses you a hefty 80-100 GGPs right off the bat (depending on the severity of the offense). Having Really 
Annoying Hair will lose you anywhere from 10-25 GGPs, but you can easily make that up by Smashing Your Guitar A Lot 
(+34.35 GGPs). Making a Pact with the Devil (+ 153 GGPs) is probably the surest way to guitar godhood, but don't make the 
mistake of Playing With Either David Byrne or David Bowie (-115 GGPs). More or less along the same lines, Knowing Only a 
Few Chords Really Well (+ 43.26 GGPs) is good, but Playing Too Many Notes will not only hurt your fingers, but lose you 
53.3333 GGPs. 

‘This is, needless to say, a very incomplete list. But we can’t give away all our secrets, can we? Except to say that, if you're 
interested in seeing Your Name on the Best Guitarist list for, say, the 36th Anniversary of Rock'n'Roll, Bribing SPIN Editors is 
worth a nearly incalculable number of GGPs 


1. Robert Johnson—372.43 13. Ron Asheton (Stooges) —288 

2. Chuck Berry—355 14, Neil Young—287.4 . 

3. Bo Diddley—352.01 15. Captain Sensible 26. J. Mascis (Dinosaur Jr.)—239.11 
4, Link Wray—343 (The Damned)— 274 27. Bonnie Raitt—239 

5. Keith Richards—341.33 16. Django Reinhart—270.95 28. Thurston Moore 

6. John Lee Hooker —326 17. Robert Quine—269.69 (Sonic Youth)— 233.55 
7. Jimi Hendrix—322 18. Jeff Beck—262 29. Joan Jett—227 

8, Richard Thompson—3: 19. Cordell Jackson—253 30. Eddie Van Halen—225 
9, Sonny Sharrock (Last Exit)—305 20. Tom Verlaine—252.45 31. Steve Vai—216.3 

10. Erie Clapton—299.24 21, Bob Mould—252 32. Jerry Gareia—212.57 
11. Jimmy Page—292 22, Greg Sage (Wipers) —250 33. Yngwie Maimsteen—214 
12. Pete Townshend—289 23. Root Horn Rollo (Captain 


Beefheart)—243 35. Adrian Belew—201.43 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 


By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 
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Courtesy Miriam Linna/Bad Seed Magazine 


Nancy Leopardi 


School's Out Forever: 35 Great 
Juvenile Delinquent Paperbacks 


They fight with more than their fists. Wild and on the loose these teenage tramps 
will roll you for a nickle, or maybe just a thrill, and then laugh while you're down. 
Polish your stilettos, fasten your seatbelt and take a trip through the fast world of 
the JD novel. Learn all the tricks, they may come in handy 


Some choice examples: 


The Amboy Dukes: “Alert and tense, they smoked endlessly and spat constantly as 
they sought for the opportunity to begin slugging.” 


Basement Gang: “I know what you're after—a cheap thrill. Cheap and plenty.” 
The Big Rumble: “Punks. Lousy little punks making like they're bigshots." 
‘The Blackboard Jungle: “You ever try to fight thirty-five guys at once, Teach?” 


The Black Leather Barbarians: “The moonlight caught the sheen of their black 
leather jackets, the tight fit of the blue jeans, the steel tips of their boots, ... they 
stood waiting, six against one.” 

Gang Girl: “She knew how to fight with her knees, her elbows, her teeth, how to 


hold a blackjack, how to spot a cop, how to roll marijuana, how to lure a man into a 
dark hallway.” 


Gang Rumble: “Young Johnny Broom had it all figured. Only suckers and squares— 
like his brother Pete—worked for a living. There were easier ways to get the fast 
buck and a cheap thrill.” 


Gutter Gang: “They came from filthy slums—where even their dreams were dirty.” 


‘The Hoods Ride In: “He watched The Kid go into a crazily obscene ritual with the 
beautiful young dame. He saw the glitter of the knife and heard the girl scream.” 


Hot Rod Gang Rumble: “His expert eye took in the long line of rods, all with 
polished Cruiser name tags hanging below the license plates..." 


1 Am A Teenage Dope Addict: “In a few hours I knew I'd be miserable again—but 
for these precious moments I was high—HIGH!" 


I Take What I Want: “She throws herself around me. Her arms is like snakes, all 
that hot meat is doing things.” 


Monkey On My Back: “Harlem roofs are infested by derelicts, drug addicts, geeks, 
fags and muggers. And kids blasting for thrills.” 


Out For Kicks: “She was ready to give herself to the first guy who could give her 
the sadistic violence she had always craved.” 


Rumble: “His face was flushed by what Rusty had known was in the boy—the 
sadism, the urge to flight, the animal hunger.” 
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ESQUERITA 


The first wild man of rock’n’roll. 


One of the truly enigmatic characters 
in rock'n'roll history, Eskew Reeder 
(AKA Esquerita) falls somewhere 
between the Phantom and Screamin’ 
Jay Hawkins, although he could out- 
whomp the stiffest competition in one 
bloodcurdling, brain-tamping holler. 
He credited his vocal style to a couple 
of opera-singing neighbor girls back 
home in Greenville, South Carolina. 

“They were the only folks around 
with a piano,” he recalled, “so I'd go 
over there and bang, bang, makin’ 
noise all over the house. That's where I 
got my obligatto holler from —hearin’ 
the girls sing like that all the time and 
me sayin’ I gotta sing like that, too.” 

Mrs. Reeder got her boy a piano, and 
hardly a day went by that little Eskew 
wasn't pounding and hollering. When 
Reeder was in his early teens he 
became gospel wailer Brother Joe 
May's pianist. The flamboyant 
evangelist influenced the young Eskew 
greatly. 

In the early 1950s Eskew met up 
with Little Richard, forming a lifelong 
friendship/rivalry that. would shape 
each of their futures. Eskew recalls 
seeing Richard as “Princess Lavonne” 
in a vaudeville minstrel show— 
apparently Richard's red sequin gown, 
wig and makeup left. a permanent 
effect. Richard remembers meeting * 
“Excreta,” as he good-naturedly called 
Eskew, in the Macon Greyhound Bus 
Station, where Eskew was selling 
“blessed” bread with a lady preacher 
named Sister Rosa. 

“Esquerita was playing piano for 


her,” recalls Richard in The Life and 
Times of Little Richard. “So Esquerita 
and me went up to my house and he 
got on the piano. He had the biggest 
hands of anybody I'd seen. I said, ‘Hey, 
how do you do that?’ And he says, ‘Tl 
teach you.’ And that’s when I really 
started playing. He was one of the 
greatest pianists, and that's including 
Jerry Lee Lewis, Stevie Wonder or 
anybody I've heard. He really taught 
mea lot.” 

Eskew was moving away from 
gospel, and had integrated the 
showmanship he had learned into his 
act. He got a regular gig at a Greenville 
roadhouse called the Owl. 

‘One night, Paul Peek, one of Gene 
Vincent's Blue Caps, came into The 
Owl for a nightcap. Floored by 
Reeder’s wild stage show, Peek invited 
him to come meet Gene and the rest of 
the band. The Blue Caps had just 
gotten off a tour with Little Richard, 
who had turned Bible-beater mid-tour 
and had given Gene all of his flashy 
rock'n'roll clothes. Gene passed them 
on to Eskew. He also got the singer the 
big break he was waiting for—a 
contract with a major record label. 

Capito! latched onto him as their 
Little Richard. The bigwigs there 
suggested he change his name to 
something flashier. “Esquerita” was a 
natural. “Just one name was .... nice,” 
he recalled. 

“[ was in Dallas with my backup 
musicians and a beautician,” he 
continued, “and a white woman done 
fainted! She looked at me and said 
‘LAWDY' and down she 
went. I asked ‘How come 
she fainted? I don't look 
that bad, do I?’ And they 
said ‘Esquerita, it’s the 
first time they've seen 
anything like you!’ ” 

The white woman 
fainting in downtown 
Dallas was an omen. 
Esquerita was just too 
damn much for anybody 
in their right mind to 
handle. He was a huge 
man. The mile-high 
pompadour and patent 
leather cuban heels got 
him towering well over 
‘seven feet above street 


level, and he had a temper to match. 

Capitol virtually abandoned the LP, 
entitled simply ESQUERITAY and 
bearing a portrait of the man in his 
highest pomp and glitziest eyewear. 
When all of the singles released failed 
to chart, Capitol set him free. 

In the mid 60s, he became a fixture 
in New Orleans, eventually moving to 
LA, where he stormed the Capitol 
‘Tower, demanding some personal 
attention. He got it—he was personally 
escorted to the sidewalk by security 
guards. Back in New Orleans he found 
good clubs and a town full of people 
on his wavelength. Still, he was always 
searching for a way to the top, where 
he felt he belonged. 

He disappeared entirely in 1970 and 
rumors abounded as to his 
whereabouts. One story was that he 
had killed the man who had put out his 
eye (Esquerita had a glass eye that 
seemed to be ready to pop out of its 
socket at any given moment) and was 
up the river for ten-to-fifteen. Another 
was that he had been living as a 
woman in Puerto Rico. 

T last saw Esquerita in August 1986. 
We had met to talk about his big 
comeback, which he insisted was just 
around the corner. He was hungering 
for the bright lights he had once 


Esquerita, The higher the hair, the 
closer to God. 


enjoyed so much. 

“A man from England wants me to 
headline a big show over there, but I 
gotta get six figures and a plane for my 
entourage,” he explained, shaking his 
head. A pretty young woman entered. 
“Excuse me, please,” he bowed regally 
as he unseated himself and led the 
woman into the hallway, where a few 
words were exchanged. He 
reappeared, again apologizing, to rifle 
through the closet, finally finding what 
he needed—a four-foot vacuum 
cleaner rod. “I'll be back in a minute,” 
he waved politely. Seconds later there 
was a crash and blood-curdling 
feminine screaming as the vacuum rod 
was applied numerous times to what 
sounded to be her head. Moments later 
Esquerita returned. He purred, “She's a 
sweet girl but sometimes she gets out 
of line. Now where were we?" 

Needless to say, there never was a 
comeback. The foot-high pompadour, 
the flamboyant rhinestone-studded 
sunglasses, the operatic howl, the 
frantic pounding on the eighty- 
eights—was never to be seen or heard 
again. Esquerita died of AIDS on 
October 23, 1986, leaving behind a 
dozen 45s and one phenomenal long- 
player, 

—Miriam Linna 
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35 Great Meetings 


of the Minds 


= 
_ Sid Vicious) one more for my baby 
agit one more for the road. 


1, JERRY LEE LEWIS MEETS ELVIS PRESLEY 


As Jerry set foot on the threshold of his career, Elvis 
Presley, two years further down the same road, had three 
Number-1 hits in a row. Elvis Presley dropped by the Sun 
studio to visit old friends whenever he was in Memphis, 
which became increasingly rare as his popularity forced 
him into hiding. 

Sam brought Jerry over to meet Carl Perkins, who was 
working in the studio with his band. Jerry heard someone 
playing the piano, walked into the room and recognized 
Elvis at the keyboard, Noticing he had raised a small 
audience, Elvis stopped playing to exchange greetings with 
Sam, whom he still reverently called Mr. Phillips, and 
acknowledged the newcomer with a nod. Jerry mistook his 
aloofness for snobbishness, He maneuvered for a better 
view of the myth and sized him up as one might scrutinize 
an opponent in a fight, Aside from a large diamond ring on 
Elvis’ right hand, Jerry found little to be impressed 
with—certainly not Elvis’ ability on the piano—and had 
made up his mind not to like the superstar when Elvis 
invited Carl and Jerry to sing a few gospel favorites with 
him, 

“You know ‘Crazy Arms; Carl?" Jerry asked. 

“Yeah, what key is that in?” Carl asked. “Is it A?” 

“Yeah, that’s the way I done it on piano, That's the one I 
done,” Jerry repeated, hoping Elvis would take the hint. 

Jerry was itching to have a turn at the piano so he could 
show the hotshots how it’s really done, but Elvis would not 
budge from the piano bench, even while picking the guitar, 
and Jerry did not know how to go about telling him to 
move. Elvis’ last note was still ringing when Jerry slid into 
place and struck up a rollicking revival roulade entitled 
“There Are Strange Things Happening Every Day." It was 
practically the only selection he got to play, but his 
delivery was impressive, 


From Great Balls of Fire—The Uncensored Story of Jerry 
Lee Lewis by Myra Lewis with Murry Silver (St. Martin's 
Press, 1982) 


2. BUDDY HOLLY MEETS LITTLE RICHARD 
AND ANGEL 


“ loved Angel because she was pretty and the fellers 
‘enjoyed having sex with her, She could draw a lot of 
handsome guys for me. You ain’t never seen a woman made 
like Angel. That fifty-inch bust. Natural, too. She was never 
a fat woman. She looked like a white girl, but she's black. 

“Buddy liked Angel. He was a wild boy for the women, 
One time we were playing at the Paramount Theater and 
Buddy came into my dressing room while I was jacking off 
with Angel sucking my titty. Angel had the fastest tongue 
in the West, Well, she was doing that to me and Buddy took 
out his thing, He was having sex with Angel, I was jacking 
off, and Angel was sucking me, when they introduced his 
name on stage! He was trying to rush so he could run on 
stage. He made it, too. He finished and went to the stage 
still fastening himself, He came and he went!” 


From The Life and Times of Little Richard: Quasar of Rock 
by Charles White (Reprinted by permission of Harmony 
Books, a division of Crown Publishers, Inc. Copyright 
1984 by Richard Wayne Penniman, Charles White and 
Robert A. Blackwell) 


3. PHIL SPECTOR MEETS THE ROLLING 
STONES 


‘The real work that night was cutting the Jagger-Richards 
song “Not Fade Away” which Andrew Loog Oldham 
produced working with America’s top producer, Phil 
Spector. 
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“Phil actually sat there in the booth," remembers Tony 
Calder, “and said, ‘Hey, Andrew, let's do it like this’ and 
‘Hey, Mick, let's put the maracas in here’ and he went 
outside and he was playin’ the maracas with Mick. And on 
the record you can actually hear Phil tapping a coin on the 
cognac bottle and Brian Jones sayin’, ‘Drink some more 


cognac to change the note on the bottle. 


From He's a Rebel, The Truth About Phil Spector—Rock 
and Roll’s Legendary Madman by Mark Ribowsky (E.P. 
Dutton, a division of Penquin U.S.A., 1989) 


4. DYLAN MEETS THE BEATLES 


One memorable occasion in the annals of pop history was 
the induction of the Beatles by Bob Dylan into the fine art 
of smoking marijuana. 

Dylan had assumed that this was a pastime the group 
was already acquainted with, judging by what he thought 
to be the lyrics of a certain Beatles song: “When I touch 
you I get high, I get high, I get high.” John Lennon quickly 
corrected this oversight by letting Dylan know, with some 
embarrassment, that the actual lyrics were, “I can’t hide, I 
can't hide, I can't hide. ...” 

Dylan couldn't wait to initiate the Beatles into the 
pleasures of Mother Earth's finest, but before the rolling of 
the first joint could be executed, their hotel room had to 
be secured against the outside world. The blinds were 
drawn and towels were shoved into door and window 
crevices. When all preparations were completed, Dylan 
produced the joint and gave instruetions on how to smoke 
it, He first passed it on to John, who in turn passed it on to 
Ringo, not daring to try it without his “royal taster” taking 
the first toke. Ringo was a fast learner and proceeded to 
finish it off himself 

Now the party was rolling and more joints were passed 
around the group. As with many first time pot-smokers, 
they saw everything as funny. They broke themselves up 
over things as incidental as a look passing between them. 
Paul thought the occasion so momentous he decided he 
was “really thinking for the first time” and insisted on 
having everything he said taken down for future reference. 
For months afterwards the term “Let's have a laugh” 
became the code word for “Let's get stoned.” 


5. ELVIS MEETS THE BEATLES 


When the Beatles met Elvis Presley, they were greeted by a 
tanned and relaxed king of rock'n'roll. As he took his seat 
with John and Paul on his right and Ringo and George on 
his left, the jukebox alternated hits by the Fab Four and 
the Lord of Graceland, 

None of the Beatles felt it was their place to kick-start 
the conversation, having been thrown into a state of awe in 
the presence of the only man in America they wanted to 
meet. After an extended and uncomfortable silence, Elvis 
finally spoke up, voicing his displeasure at being treated as 
if “the subjects were calling on the King" and threatening 
to call it a night. When he suggested that they could all 
talk about music and maybe jam a little, the Fab Foursome 
perked up. They could think of nothing better than to play 
‘some tunes with Elvis Presley. Instruments were handed 
all around and Elvis, who was just learning the 
fundamentals of the bass, executed a choppy rendition of 
“[ Feel Fine” at which point Paul chimed in encouragingly, 
‘Coming along quite promising on bass, Elvis” and the 
rave-up continued. 


6. MICHELLE PHILLIPS MEETS MAMMA 
CASS 


Stewart Reed, our local pot supplier, had come over with 


some good marijuana, and he brought with him 
“something new” called LSD 2 

It was early in the evening, warm inside, cold outside, 
winter in New York. About 45 minutes had gone by, and we 
were waiting for this wonder drug to hit. Then there was a 
knock at the door, unnaturally loud. I went to the door, 
and in the instant that the drug struck, in the moment I 
realized that something very strange was happening, I saw 
Cass Elliott in the doorway. My mind was going wild. This 
drug came, and the first vision I had was this woman in her 
wide white pleated skirt, her white boots, her pink angora 
sweater, lashes out to here, and her hair in a big flip. 

I said, “You must be Cass,” and she agreed that she was. 
“Pm Michelle, Listen, we've just taken some LSD 25. Do 
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you want to try some?" 
She said, “Yeah, sure, 
So that was it. The first time I had ever taken LSD was 
the first time I met Cass, and she was,the most incredible 
“trip” I had ever known or would know. A real first, 


From California Dreamin'—The Mamas and the Papas by 
Michelle Phillips (Warner Books, 1986) 


7. DENNIS “BEACHBOY” WILSON MEETS. 
CHARLIE MANSON 


It was nearly three o'clock one morning in late spring of 
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1968 when Dennis returned from a recording session to his 
newly rented home at 14400 Sunset Boulevard. As he 
pulled his silver Ferrari GTB down the long, curving 
driveway, he was surprised to see that the house was well 
lit inside. He stopped the car near the rear of the house. 
‘The back door swung open and a small man emerged. He 
was a remarkable vision, like a hippie from a gothic horror 
movie, He was a slight fellow, scarcely more than five feet 
tall, and a bit hunchbacked. He wore a work shirt, jeans 
and fringed buckskin shoes, His dark, shaggy hair was 
shoulder-length, and even in the shadows Dennis could 
detect a strange, almost crazed look in his dark eyes. 
Dennis instinctively felt a chill; something told him this 
was no ordinary housebreaker, and no ordinary hippie. 
Without even knowing why, he heard himself ask, “Are you 
going to hurt me’ 
‘The man looked wounded. “Do 1 look like I'm going to 
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hurt you, brother?” he asked, Before Dennis could answer, 
the man dropped to his knees. Dennis stood there, frozen, 
as the man leaned forward and kissed his sneakers 
reverently, 

“Who are you?” Dennis asked in wonder. 

“Vm a friend,” the man said, and invited Dennis into his 
‘own house, 

Dennis was shocked—but not unhappy—to find the 
house occupied by a dozen or so young girls. A few of the 
girls were topless. The stereo was on, blasting Beatles 
songs. 

Dennis immediately recognized two of the girls—one 
who said her nickname was “Yellerstone;" and another 
who called herself “Marnie Reeves” and had long brown 
hair and beautiful blue eyes. As he hoped, he ended up 
having sex with both of them, and he had bragged about 
the incident that same evening in the studio, He would 
soon find out the experience had given him gonorrhea. 

One of the girls came forward and told Dennis, “This is 
the guy we were telling you about. This is Charlie Manson.” 


From Heroes and Villains: The True Story of the Beach 
Boys by Steven Gaines (New American Library, 1986) 


8. ERIC BURDON MEETS MUHAMMAD ALI 


As I got into the elevator to go to my room, a huge figure 
entered, I buried my head in an early copy of the New York 
Daily News. But I could sense the guy looking at me. 

He was a massive black man, light-skinned with close 
‘cropped hair and huge meaty hands. I didn’t like the look 
on his face. 

“Hey, ain't you with that band, the Animals?” he said 
suddenly. “I heard you guys were out with two of my 
‘women tonight.” I tried to get out of the elevator as it 
arrived at my floor. 

“Excuse me, this is where I get of 

“Listen,” he said, raising one huge hand in the air. “This 


is the heavyweight champion of the world talking. 
Muhammad Ali. I could crush you with my right hand, boy. 
You and your friend was out with two of my cousins 
tonight. I am responsible for those girls, I gotta look after 
them.” 

“It wasn't me," I blurted. “It was another guy, Chas 
Chandler. He's in room 1503. Thank you and goodnight.” I 
fled down the corridor and he didn’t follow. But I put out 
the Do Not Disturb sign, locked the door, and told the 
operator to block all calls. Later I found out the whole 
thing had been a wind up. Ali thought the whole thing was 
very funny. 


From 1 Used To Be An Animal, But I'm All Right Now by 
Bric Burdon (Faber, 1986) 

9. FRANK ZAPPA MEETS THE PLASTER 
‘CASTERS 


Eric Clapton asked if I had ever heard of the Plaster- 
Casters. I said I hadn't. He said, “Well after the show, 


come with me, You won't believe this.” So, we went to his 
hotel. 

We found, sitting in the lobby, two girls, One of them 
had a small suitcase with an oval cardboard emblem glued 
to the side that said, “THE PLASTER-CASTERS OF 
CHICAGO.” The other one had a brown paper bag. 

‘They didn’t say a word—just stood up and followed’ us 
into the elevator, and into the room. They took out some 
“statuettes”: “Here's Jimi Hendrix, here's Noel Redding, 
and here's the roadie from. 

‘They took out the rest of their gear—everything a 
person might need to make a plaster replica of the human 
weenus, 

‘The way the Plaster-Casters worked was, one of them 
would mix the goo while the other one gave the guy a blow 
job. As you can imagine, this sort of thing requires a 
scientific sense of timing, 


‘The blow-job girl had to 
take her mouth off the 
guy's dick at the precise 
moment the other one 
slammed the container full 
of glop onto the end of it, 
holding it there until it 
hardened enough to make 
good mold. 

Meanwhile, the 
“subject” had to 
concentrate on 
maintaining an erection, 
otherwise he wouldn't 
make a good impression. 

When Hendrix was cast, 
Cynthia told me, he liked 
the glop so well, he fucked 
the mold, 


From The Real Frank 
Zappa Book by Frank 
Zappa with Peter 
Occhiogrosso (Copyright 
(c) 1989 by Frank Zappa, 
reprinted by permission of 
Poseidon Press) 


10. BOBBY 
KENNEDY MEETS 
EDIE SEDGWICK 


Bob Neuwirth: The great 
hangout in New York City 
was Max's Kansas City. 

A close friend brought Bobby Kennedy there to meet 
Edie, Bobby only stayed a few minutes because his 
bodyguard ordered him out. He had smelled something 
mysterious in the air. Bobby was having a good time, He 
was ready to boogie. Bill Barry, his bodyguard, suddenly 
said, “Senator, we must leave.” Bobby looked surprised 
and a little annoyed. “But I've just ordered a drink;” he 
said, Bill Barry’s voice hardened and became urgent. 
“Senator, we must get out of here at once,” and he whisked 
Bobby out of Max’. Apparently he had smelled marijuana, 


From Edie; An American Biography by Jean Stein, edited 
with George Plimpton (Alfred A. Knopf, 1982) 


11. PAMELA DES BARRES MEETS MICK 
JAGGER 


He gave new meaning to giving head, which did not, 
surprise me in the slightest; those lips!!! But looking down 
and seeing Mick Jagger between my legs kept me from 
surrendering with the wild-animal abandon I had 
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anticipated. I kept flashing back to 
squatting in front of my hi-fi, touching 
myself for the first time while Mick 
groaned about being a Kingbee coming 
inside, and here he was, right on top of 
me, doing just that. It was all too much. 
I was dizzy with the reality of that 
instant, I was dying for him to say “Let 
me put it in, it feels all right;” but it 
probably would have left me comatose. 


From I'm With The Band: Confessions 
Of A Groupie by Pamela Des Barres 
(dove Books, 1988) 


12. JOHN LENNON MEETS: 
BRIGITTE BARDOT 


When Lennon heard that Bardot was in 
London and wanted to meet the 
Beatles, he was alternately thrilled and 
terrified. His first fatal move was 
deciding to do a hit of acid before going 
to her hotel. 

Bardot had rearranged her suite so it 
would resemble an Indian pavilion, 
after being told that this setting would 
make the rocker feel more at ease. The 
redecoration did nothing to alter 
Lennon's bizarre behavior as the acid 
began to kick in, As soon as he entered 
Brigitte’s suite, he planted himself on 
the cushions and assumed the lotus 
position. For the next 30 minutes 
Lennon sat with his eyes closed, completely silent. Bardot 
was not amused. “India seems to have made quite an 
impression on you,” she finally exclaimed, “Don't ask 
questions, just feel the vibes,” Lennon snapped. It didn't 
take long for Bardot to become fed up with John's lack of 
social skills and she decided to go out to dinner with 
friends, Lennon promised that by the time she came back 
he would have written a-song for her. 

When Brigitte returned late that night she heard Indian 
music blaring from her room. She went inside and found 
the great John Lennon crashed out on the cushions and 
surrounded by a pile of empty beer bottles. Needless to 
say, there was never a song. 


13. LED ZEPPELIN MEETS ELVIS PRESLEY 


Before Led Zeppelin was allowed into the presence of the 
King, they were sternly warned not to speak to Elvis about 
music. They were given drinks and Bonzo got into a 
conversation with Elvis about cars, After half an hour 
Elvis’s bodyguards motioned that it was time to go, Robert 
gushed, “Elvis, you're my idol. Thanks for letting us come.” 
The King responded by singing the beginning of “Treat Me 
Like a Fool.” Robert sang the second line: “Treat me mean. 
and cruel.” Together Elvis and Robert Plant sang the last 
line: “But love me." For Led Zeppelin the best part of the 
visit had been when Elvis asked for their autographs. He 
said they were for his daughter, Lisa Marie. 


From The Led Zeppelin Saga: Hammer Of The Gods by 
‘Stephen Davis (Ballatine Books, 1985) 


14, BARRY MANILOW MEETS BETTE 
MIDLER 


When Bette Midler finally showed up for her appointment 
with Barry Manilow, a half hour late, she breezed past him, 
leaving him to hold open the door as she threw her coat on 
the couch and made a pointed comment about his little 
dog. They stood in the middle of the room sizing each 


other up and if you'd been a telepathic fly on the wall, you 
might have heard this: 

Him: “Traffie must have been murder, huh?” She's not 
wearing a bra. If there's anyone in this world who should 
be wearing a bra, its this girl, 

Her: “No. I overslept. I'm sorry” 

Him: “It's pretty cold out today.” Her hair is the 
strangest shade of red, and it looks like she just stuck her 
finger in an electric socket, 


in the road. 


15. DAVID BOWIE MEETS JOHN LENNON, 
MAY PANG, PAUL AND LINDA 
McCARTNEY 


David Bowie was unabashedly soliciting praise from Paul 
and Linda for the newest tracks on Young Americans. He 
was fishing only for compliments. But before he had a 
chance to spin the record for a third time, Paul spoke up 
requesting that they hear another album. Bowie ignored 
the request and began the dise again, 
Finally John blurted out irritably, “It's 
great, let's hear another album.” 
David was taken aback and told them 
to pick out any album they wanted as 
he got up and fled the room. As Pang 
put an Aretha Franklin record on the 
turntable, the group looked at each 
other, worried they had offended their 
host. Linda, assuming she could 
assuage their fears, offered the 
explanation, “Oh, that's just the way 
he is 


16. AHMET ERTEGUN 
SIGNS MICK JAGGER AND 
THE ROLLING STONES 


I don't think I've ever drunk as much 
as I had that night. Mick said to me, 
“Listen, we're leaving our label." I 
said, “What did you say?”—because 
the music was very loud. He said, 
“We're leaving our label, and we've 
decided we want to go on Atlantic.” 
At that point —while he was talking 
and everything—I fell asleep. I just 
couldn't stand it—the noise, the 
drink, everything. And I remember 
this girl I was with shaking me, saying, 
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“Wake up, wake up. Mick is talking to you.” 


From Music Man: Ahmet Ertegun, Atlantic Records, and 
The Triumph of Rock and Roll by Dorthy Wade and Justin 
Picardie (WW. Norton and Company 1990) 


17. ALICE COOPER MEETS HIS 
SCHIZOPHRENIA 


1 used to hate Alice, but now I like him, I only figured it 
out when I was talking to a psychiatrist. He said, “Do you 
realize that you try to kill Alice every night? You try to 
hang him, you try to electrocute him, you try to kill him 
every way you can think of and you can’t kill him because 
he's this thing that you've created, He always comes back 
happy in a white hat, black tie and tails, He's Mr. 
Showbiz.” 

Pd never questioned why I tried to kill Alice. I only 
knew that Alice could do anything that he wanted. He was 
alive, Like Jason, you could do anything to him, but he 
always came back. ... So I said “You live onstage and I'll 
live here and we'll both be very happy” 


From “3 Faces of Alice” by Legs McNeil, SPIN, November, 
1989 


18. BLONDIE MEETS PUNK 


Near the end of 75 Punk magazine appeared. Editor John. 
Holmstrom, and his living cartoon creature Legs McNeil, 
were two more maniacs running around town putting up 
signs that said “Punk is Coming! Punk is Coming!” We 
thought, here comes another shitty group with an even 
shittier name, but when we went out to the newsstand one 
day there was this new comic rock mag that everyone loved 
immediately. 1 remember walking one night with Legs, 
who was decidedly drunk on screwdrivers and he started 
Jeapfrogging the parking meters. He did them all but when 
he jumped over the last one he just went, 
Nnnnnnnnnwwwwwwew bang! Landed on his head making 
such a loud cracking noise that everybody stood up and 
looked. But Legs got up, said “Aaaaaaahhhhhhaaal 
‘Aaaaaht” and we helped him down the street. I don't know 
how he kept walking he was so fucking drunk. 


From Making Tracks: The Rise of Blondie by Debbie 
Harry, Chris Stein and Victor Bockis (Dell Books, 1982) 


19. THE SEX PISTOLS MEET MIDDLE 
AMERICA 


As they walk into the small restaurant, they brush by a 
family, a couple in their mid-forties and their daughter, 
who looks eleven or twelve. The father, dressed in overalls, 
and a flannel shirt, does a double take when he sees the 
entourage. 

“Hley, ['ve seen you on the TV," the man says, pointing at 
Vicious. “You're famous.” 

“They're the Sex Pistols,” he says when he leans down 
to talk to his daughter. “They're that famous band I saw on 
the TV. ... Where y'all goin’?” 


“Tulsa,” Noe! replies. 

“Tulsa,” Sid tells the family. 

“We've never been to Tulsa,” the wife tells Sid. 

“L wanna go to Tulsa,” the girl says, and tugs on her 
father’s arm. 

“Maybe you can go to Tulsa with the Sex Pistols,” her 
father says, He turns to Vicious. “Why don’t you take my 
daughter on the bus with you to Tulsa, She's never been to 
Tulsa. She's never been with anyone famous.” 

By now, Sid has started slinking away toward a table, so 
the road crew, stifling guffaws, has to give this man the 
unhappy news. 


“'m not sure that would be such a good idea,” Monk 
says. “It might not be the best place for your little girl to 
be. We'd like to help out, but, ...” 

“Sure;’ the man says. “I understand. Well, good luck in 
Tulsa.” 

“Damn,” his daughter mutters, 


From Days On The Road: The Sex Pistols and America by 
‘Noel E. Monk and Jimmy Gutterman (William Morrow 
and Company, 1990) 


20. JAMES BROWN MEETS GEORGIA 
STATE TROOPERS 


‘Trouble begins when James Brown—the original Dr. 
Feelgood—armed with a shotgun and pistol interrupts a 
seminar in the building where he has offices. Said to have 
mumbled through a microphone that he “wanted to know 
who was using his restrooms," the original Sex Machine 
orders everyone to leave. 

Brown chooses not to “stay on the scene” and 
authorities chase him on Interstate 20 across the state 
line, Later, the entertainer who sang, “Man made the car 
to drive on the road,” tries to run over two police officers 
setting up a roadblock. They respond by shooting out the 
truck's front tires. The resilient “Eighth Wonder of the 
World,” however, drives on wheel rims for six miles before 
“doing it to death” and running into a ditch, 


From “Nobody Knows The Trouble I've Seen—James 
Brown Discography of Crime” by Bob Mack and John 
Brodie, SPIN, December 1988 


21. DAVID BYRNE MEETS GOD 
(unconfirmed) 


22. CHERIE CURRIE MEETS JOAN JETT 


“Hello!” says a guy to my right. I can tell it's some creep 
who I've never met trying to pick up on me. I'm about to 
turn to him and tell him in no kind way to buzz off, but, 
when I see him, I hold back. This is not your ordinary 
creep. He is tall with brushed back hair, and an expensive- 
looking suit—so orange and so tacky that I almost have to 
laugh. This is an exceptional creep. 

“My name is Kim Fowley” is all he says. He leans back, 
rocking on his heels, as if the universe has just been 
explained. 

“So? Am I supposed to know you?" 

Actually, his name does sound familiar, but I'm not 
going to let on. 

He smiles at me again. “Joan,” he shouts above the 
screaming guitars, A girl with streaked, dark hair and 
piercing eyes comes up to us. 

“Cherie, I'd like you to meet Joan Jett." 

‘That throws me for a loop! I'm a little bit starstruck. 1 
had heard of Joan Jett, 

“lave you ever heard of the Runaways?” asks Joan, 

“They're just the hottest band of the decade,” says 
Fowley in his bright orange suit. “It’s an all-girl 
rock'n'roll band. Joan is the rhythm guitarist.” 

“We like your look. Would you like to be in the band?” 

“You're kidding me, right?” 

They seem dead serious. 

“You can sing, can't you?” asks Kim, 

“Yeah,” I say: I tell him all about this year's school 
talent show. How I went up as David Bowie, lip-syncing one 
of his songs. 

“If my instinets are correct,” he says, “and they always 
are, by the time I'm done with you, you're gonna be bigger 
than Bowie. In fact, you're going to have the likes of David 
Bowie licking at the heels of those silver platforms you're 
wearing” 


Joan laughs at that. He turns to leave, then turns back, 
taking a moment to look at me once more, “How old are 
you Cherie?” 

“Fifteen. 

“Perfect!” he says, then looks up to the heavens and 
says to it again, “Perfect!” He spins and leaves, 

Joan smiles, And then she, too, leaves, following in Kim 
Fowley’s bright orange wake. 

From Neon Angel: The Cherie Currie Story by Cherie 


Currie and Neal Shusterman (Prince, Stern and Sloan, 
1989) 


23. STING MEETS A 


“Thad this beautiful girlfriend called A who was very 
working-class, an absolute goddess. 

“L was constantly bringing her books to read. ‘This is 
Howard's End, by EM. Forster, it's a really good novel’ 
Next day she'd come back and say, ‘Well I read the first 
page and I thought it was boring’ She was reading things 
like Jackie and Boyfriend and 1 wanted to strangle her 
She was ignoring great art which would be useful to her 
and demeaning herself with crap." 


From The Police: L'Historia Bandido by Phil Sutcliffe and 
Hugh Fielder (Proteus Books, 1981) 


24. IGGY POP MEETS GINGER 


After we'd gotten to the point, where the Cabana Club 
bartender wouldn't serve us anymore, Iggy leaned over to 
actress Tina Louise (remember Gilligan's Island) and 
asked her if she'd care to buy us a drink, When she said no, 
he asked her if she'd like to see his cock ring. Her jaw went, 
agape as he reached down and extracted his rather large 
penis out from beneath his baggy gym shorts and proudly 
displayed his goods. Ms. Louise was not impressed. We 
were immediately thrown out. 


From Wonderland Avenue—Tales of Glamour and Exce 
by Danny Sugarmen (New American Library, 1989) 


25. OZZY OSBOURNE MEETS DR. RUTH 


‘The monster of rock and the mother-confessor ... they got 
along famously. “Ozzy, do you talk to your wife while you're 
having sex?” “Only if she telephones in the middle of it” 


From “Sex & Drugs & Something Else: Dr. Ruth Talks to 
Ozzy Osbourne” by James Truman, SPIN, April 1986 


26. LATOYA JACKSON MEETS PHIL 
SPECTOR 


Phil came into the room, sat down uncomfortably close to 
Laoya, pressed a key into her hand, and murmured, 
“Would you like to go there with me?” Looking at the key, 
LaToya saw the words “Bates Motel” scrawled on it, 

Getting no reaction, Phil asked her, “Don't you know 
what that is? That's the motel in ‘Psycho’ where they Killed 
all the pretty young girls.” 


From He's A Rebel: The Truth About Phil Spector, Rock 
and Roll’s Legendary Madman by Mark Ribowsky, (E.P. 
Dutton, 1989) 


27. BOB GELDOF MEETS BERHANE 
DERESSA, HEAD OF ETHIOPIA’S RRC 


November 1985: Geldof and his associate went to meet, 
with officials of Megistu's Relief and Rehabilitation 
Commission (RRC). After hearing reports that 50,000 to 
100,000 people had died as a result of the Ethiopian 


Continued on page 89 


Howard Howls Hound Dog. 


You grab the microphone and strike 
your pose. Your lip curls as you belt out 
the opening line. Behind you, the 
bass and drums kick into 
full rhythm. 2 
Suddenly, you 
gyrate across 
the stage, hips 
swiveling, whip- 
ping the crowd 
to ascreaming 
frenzy. 

Youre On. 

Tune up those tonsils for Laser 
Karaoke" (pronounced kar-a-okay). 

It’s the show-stopping feature 
of Pioneer's newest attraction: 
The Combi Disc Player with 
Laser Karaoke. 

You said you always wanted 
to sing like a pro. Well, come out 
of the shower and step up to the 
mic. The disc player plays regular 
CDs and LaserDisc movies. Laser 
Karaoke lets you sing the lead. 
Complete with your own band. 
And your own backup singers. 
Right in your own living room. 
Just hook it into your audio sys- 
tem and TV, and the lead vocals from 70% 
let the show of your CDs, so you and your 


begin! friends can fill in for the super- 
>  Goahead. stars in your own velvet tones. never been sharper. 
e Belt out those Its from Pioneer, of course. See it, hear it, sing it. Only 
Beach Boys. Where your howling never where Pioneer products are sold. 

Jam with Elton John. Croon like sounded so loud and clear. And For the dealer nearest you, call 
Patsy Cline. Scream the Supremes. the visual laser resolution has 213-PIONEER. 

Emulate Elvis. Its your turn to be i — ne. . 
the star! Catch The Debut Of America’s Newest Singing Sensation. 


This new combi player plays 
hundreds of karaoke music video 
song titles, hits from the ’50s 
through the ’80s, all with on- 
screen lyrics. It can even remove 
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Heaviest 
Metal 
Moments 


1, 1963-64: A young Brian May and his pop whittle 
away at a chunk of wood from a 19th century 
fireplace mantle, install electronic pickups and 
create Brian's first guitar. Using a coin as a pick, 
May goes on to play the same guitar with Queen. 
Queen's outrageous Freddie Mercury (“Bring me 
another boy; this one’s burst”) makes being gay or 
bisexual not only okay but downright fab, largely 
because of Queen's undeniable musical genius. 
May's work on the 1973 cuts “Death On Two Legs” 
and “Bohemian Rhapsody” defines a shattering 
guitar sound envied, but never duplicated, by metal 
guitarists all over the globe. 


2, July 1966: Cream is formed, “Clapton Is God” 
graffiti appears on buildings all over London. 
Disraeli Gears goes gold May 27, 1968. Clapton 
later descends from an altar as a guitar playing 
deity in the Who's rock opera “Tommy.” 


3. Iggy Pop and friends (under the moniker of the 
Psychedelic Stooges) debut at a Halloween party in 
November 1967. Funhouse is released in July of 
1970. Iggy is known to go into an onstage frenzy 
where he carves a young girl's name in his chest 
with a razor blade or broken bottle. 


4. The Rolling Stones release Their Satanic 
Majesties Request, 1967. First wave of parental 
outery breaks out about the overtly satanic bent of 
Pop “singing groups.” Mick fans the flames of public 
outcry claiming that he is indeed the Prince of 
Darkness. After the Altamont killing, they drop 
“Sympathy for the Devil” from their playlist for 
several years. 


A. Rose by any other name. 


5. July 1968: Jimmy Page forms the New Yardbirds 
(complete with John Paul Jones, Robert Plant and 
John Bonham). In October, after hearing Keith 
Moon describing their horrible sound as “going 
down like a lead zeppelin,” a name is born. Led 
Zeppelin play their first gig at Surrey University on 
October 15, 1968. 


6, The MCS get booted off Elektra records on April 
16, 1969, after a wave of controversy started by the 
cut “Kick Out the Jams” from their debut album of 
the same name, because of the lead phrase “Kick 
out the jams, motherfucker!” The MC5 begin 
attacking record stores that boycott the album, 
plastering them with Elektra stationary signed 
“Fuck You.” 


7. Jimi Hendrix plays his version of “The Star- 
Spangled Banner” following Sha Na Na's set at 
Woodstock (August 1969), and later catches shit 
from Dick Cavett for his “unorthodox” rendering of 
the national anthem. 

“Unorthodox?” queries Jimi. “Unorthodox? See, 
now there you go. I thought it was beautiful.” 


8. Marvin Lee Aday—AKA Meatloaf—drops from 
the touring company of the musical “Hair” in 1970 
to flop about in the theater, where he meets loud 
rock playwright Jim Steinman. Meatloaf is the only 
man Jim's ever met who could pull off a metal 
opera—the result is Bat Out of Hell, January 1978. 


9: Black Sabbath releases debut album, Black 
Sabbath, 1970. Young John “Ozzy” Osbourne 
wrestles Prince of Darkness title from Jagger. 


10. The Beatles break up, spring 1970. 


11. Although Jimmy Page openly claims being a 
fan of mad Brit poet/occultist Aleister Crowley, 
there’s no evidence that it was an influence on 
“Stairway To Heaven.” Led Zeppelin IV or Zoso or 
Four Symbols is released in November 1971. 


12. On December 3, 1971, Deep Purple are 
recording in Montreaux Casino, Switzerland. The 
place burns down during a set by Frank Zappa's 
Mothers of Invention. Purple writes and records 
“Smoke On the Water” to commemorate the event. 
The song becomes the first metal anthem. 


13. KISS (“Knights In the Service of Satan?”) play 
their first gig on January 30, 1973. Later that fall 
they play a homecoming dance in Cadillac, 
Michigan. The band whirls into town in a helicopter, 
the mayor declares their two-day stay “KISS Week,” 
and the entire town shows up in KISS makeup, 
including the mayor and everyone's mom. Rock 
Scene publishes a 20-page spread two issues in a 
row. 

KISS goes on to gross over $100 million in one 
year, proving to everyone's mother just how far a 
little makeup can take four young boys. 


14. Aerosmith release “Dream On" in December 
1973, the first true metal ballad, excepting Black 
Sabbath’s “Changes.” The ballad catches on. KISS 
and Nazareth follow suit with “Beth” and “Love 
Hurts,” respectively. Now bands like Motley Crie 
hint at releasing whole albums of metal ballads and 
we can't get rid of the damn things. 


Z 
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15. Molly Hatchet launch Flirtin’ With Disaster, 
in 1975, featuring on its cover a vibrant gothic 
painting by middle-earther Frank Frazetta, 
depicting muscled horsemen, war with the 
elements, beefy and wild-eyed foes, lightning bolts 
and primordial carnage. Metal fuses with this 
overtly heterosexual, hormone-heavy, Conan the 
Barbarian image. Spinal Tap do “Stonehenge.” As 
the imagery runs thin in the late 80s, we get things 
like Warlock and Manowar. 


16. September 1976: Record producer and 
entrepreneur Kim Fowley wants to form a female 
version of the Ramones. Introduces Joan Jett to 
Sandy West. The Runaways are signed to Mercury 
and finally release the cut “Cherry Bomb,” inspiring 
a wave of female rock and metal gangs like 
Girlschool. 


17. The Dictators release Manifest Destiny in 
197. 


18. Motorhead’s bombastic Overkill is released in 
1979. Three guys named Lemmy, Filthy and Fast 
Eddie push England's punks over the top and pick 
up all those fans who used to listen to the Sex 
Pistols before they broke up in 1978. 


19, 1979: The Plasmatics take on the First 
Amendment and win. Wendy O. Williams goes 
onstage with tiny bits of electrical tape over her 
very healthy breasts. “Dream Lover” inspires a 
generation of industrial idiots who cannot play 
music but are good with a chainsaw. 


20. After Highway To Helt establishes the Aussies 
as metal gods, AC/DC shriek vocalist Bon Scott 
dies on February 21, 1980, choking on his own 
vomit in a friend's car, unconscious following a 
drinking binge. Frenetic axe-grinder Angus Young 
writes most of the album Back In Black during April 
and May as a tribute. 


21. September 25, 1980: Kinghell drummer John 
Bonham chokes to death on his own vomit after a 
drinking binge. Zeppelin breaks up. 


22. May-July, 1981: Ozzy Osbourne bites the head 
off a live feathery winged creature before Columbia 
records executives at a meeting in Los Angeles. The 
same stunt is once again attempted during The 
Diary of a Madman tour, when a live bat is thrown 
onstage by a fan. Ozzy (reportedly not realizing the 
thing was real) bites its head off, and the bat bites 
back. Ozzy reportedly is treated for rabies. 


23. Métley Crite appear onstage in grossly 
overdone KISS/Alice Cooper regalia at the 
Starwood in 1981, then release Shout At the Devil in 
November 1983, kicking off a second wave of glam 
metal in LA. 


24. December 8, 1984: Vince Neil, vocalist for 
Métley Cre, and Hanoi Rocks drummer Razzle, 
decide to go on a beer run using Neil's 72 Ford 
Pantera in Redondo Beach, California. Neil jumps 
the line and front-ends a Volkswagen carrying two 


35 SONGS OF SEXUAL DEVIATION 


Oedipus Schmedipus. What does it matter as long as you love your mother? 


ONANISM (look it up): 

1. “I Got a Love Like a Glove,” 
Nick Lowe 

2. “Rosie,” Jackson Browne 

3. “Turning Japanese," the 


TRANSSEXUALISM: 

14. “Lady Godiva's Operation,” 
the Veluet Underground 

15, “Lola,” the Kinks 


BIZARRE LOVE TRIANGLES: 


24. “Bizarre Love Triangle,” 
New Order 


25. “Triad,” Jefferson Airplane 


Vapors NYMPHOMANIA: ‘SADOMASOCHISM: 
4. “Pictures of Lily,” the Who 17. “Love to Love You Baby,” 26. “Venus in Furs,” 
5. “Dancing with Myself,” Billy Donna Summer Underground 
Idol 27. “I Wanna Be Your Dog, 
INCEST: EXHIBITIONISM: logy Pop 
6. “Sister," Prince 18, “Why Don’t We Do It in the 28. “Whip It," Devo 
7. “It's a Family Affair,” Sty and Road,” the Beatles 29. “Slave to the Rhythm,” 
‘he Family Stone Grace Jones 
PEDOPHILIA: SODOMY: 30, “Kicks,” Low Reed 
8. “Don’t Stand so Close to 19. “Caught with the Meat in 31. “Hit Me With Your Rhythm 
Me," the Police your Mouth," the Dead Boys Stick,” fan Dury 
9, “Jam Up Jelly Tight,” Tommy 20, "Back Door Man," Willie 32. “Billy Jean,” Michael 
Roe Dizon Jackson 
10. “Christine Sixteen,” Kiss 21. “Mickey” (You're So Fine), 33. “Strange Movies,” the 
Tomi Basil Troggs 
‘TRANSVESTISM: 34, “Ode to Billy Joe,” Bobby 
11. “Rosie,” Joan Armatrading NECROPHILIA: Gentry 
12. “Egyptian Cream,” Robyn 22, “I Love the Dead,” Blue 35. “Lust for Life,” logy Pop 
Hitchcock Ouster Cult 
13. “Walk on the Wild Side,” 23. “Necrophobic,” Slayer 
Lou Reed 


passengers. Razzle is killed and one of the 
Volkswagen passengers is in a coma for 28 days. 
Neil is declared drunk at the scene and the Criie 
begin a long battle to save the band from oblivion. 
Hanoi Rocks struggle to get their shit together 
without Razzle, but only release one more album. 
‘They then go on to become one of the most 
influential—though defunct—bands in LA rock in 
the late 80s. 


25. 1984's movie “Decline of Western Civilization” 
shows a slobbering drunk Chris Holmes from 
W.A.S.P in his pool talking about how he is a 
“piece of shit” and newly clean Ozzy Osbourne 
makes a sloppy breakfast in his London home while 
talking about drugs. 


26. Def Leppard’s Rick Allen loses his left arm in a 
car accident on December 31, 1984, and becomes 
the first known one-armed drummer in history. 
Proof that technology is good for metal. 


27. The Metallica concert T-shirt becomes 
standard high school attire for an entire generation, 
1985-90, even amongst kids who don't listen to the 
band. Metallica gets a “Best Metal Album” Grammy 
one year late, after the 1988 award mysteriously 
goes to Jethro Tull. 


28, Guns N’ Roses’ 1987 debut album, Appetite For 
Destruction, blows the pop charts away and goes 
platinum eight times over inside of two years. 
Incidentally, the album hit #10 without pop radio 
airplay. It was played on MTV. 


29, Judas Priest are indicted in Nevada State 
Court in 1989 on charges’ of contributing to the 
attempted suicides of two young men in Sparks. 
The two allegedly shot themselves with a 12-gauge 
shotgun after listening to Priest's LP Stained Class, 
especially “Beyond the Realms of Death” and 


“Hero's End.” 


30. Heavy metal becomes the largest revenue- 
grossing musical genre in the world in 1989, 
generating more than 40 percent of all money made 
from record sales, concerts and promotions. 


31. Guns N’ Roses' Slash and Duff McKagen cuss 
on national TV at the 1990 American Music Awards. 
More than once or twice. Oooops. ... 


32. The San Francisco Bay area becomes thrash 
metal’s finest breeding ground giving rise to 
Metallica, Slayer, Testament, Exodus, 
Megadeth, Vio-lence, etc. Mysteriously, the 
riotous, brain-damaged attitude is adopted by 13- 
year-old suburban brats with skateboards. 


33. The Bad Brains—four black Rastafarians from 
the Washington, DC, hardcore scene—unleash an 
unfettered, unclassifiable maelstrom of speed metal 
attack, blinding sweat-splattered performances, 
loud political consciousness and Rastafarian 
religion. They pick up where Hendrix left off, and 
eventually inspire the founding of the Black Rock 
Coalition in the late 80s. 


34, Born-again death-metallers Stryper play before 
moshing crowd at Jerry Falwell’s Liberty Baptist 
College and Bible Institute in Lynchburg, Virginia. 
Falwell’s niece is spotted wearing a lascivious 
black-and-yellow-striped spandex body suit. and no 
bra. Many of the collegiates in the front row are 
making the metal “devil sign.” Falwell, apparently 
trying to ink a management deal, invites the band to 
play the PTL's Heritage Land theme park, buys them 
a mobile home trailer and four cases of Bud. 


35. The Parents’ Music Resource Center is 
formed after Tipper Gore hears a Prince song 
during an aerobics class. 
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Howlin’ Wolf, the voice of the 
blue: 


35 Blues Guitarists Who Definitely Started It All 


1. Papa Charlie Jackson. Although he didn't even play 
guitar, he wielded a six-string banjo that he played like 
one, Papa Charlie was the very first commercially 
successful self-accompanied blues man. If “Shake That 
Thing,” a tune that has lived on through recorded versions 
by everyone from Wynonie Harris to Hasil Adkins, wasn’t a 
hit in 1925, none of this (blues, R&B, rock'n'roll) would've 
happened. 

2. Charlie Patton, 

3. Tommy Johnson and 

4, Son House. These guys were the holy trinity of Delta 
blues, They laid the stylistic groundwork for virtually all 
who followed and left-a legacy that will outlive this 
century. 

5, Scrapper Blackwell and 

6. Lonnie Johnson. Blackwell was the sidekick of piano 
star Leroy Carr, Johnson was a blues and jazz star on his 
own. Both pioneered the single-string leads and vibrato- 
laden picking styles that would be adapted by electric 
guitar players like T-Bone Walker and a lot of guys named 
King. 

7. Tampa Red, One of the biggest stars of the 1930s, his 
shimmering, ultra-precise slide playing has never been 
improved upon. The originator of more than a dozen 
standards, including “It Hurts Me Tbo," “Love Her With a 
Feeling,” “Sweet Little Angel” and “Crying Won't Help’ 

8, Ike Zimmerman. Never recorded, but as the man 
often cited as Robert Johnson's graveyard tutor, he oughta 
get credit for starting something. 

9. Kokomo Arnold. Georgia-born slide player of amazing 
precision and dexterity, he is the source for such classics 
as “Milk Cow Blues” (recorded by Bob Wills, Robert 
Johnson, Elvis and the Kinks), “Kokomo Blues” (adapted 
by Robert Johnson as “Sweet Home Chicago”) and cut 
“Busy Bootin’,” a prehistoric version of Little Richard's 
“Keep On Knockin’,” back in 35, He decided bootlegging 
whiskey was more profitable and gave up the guitar. 


10. Robert Lee MeCoy (Robert Nighthawk). Delta slide 
arinder most often cited by his peers as the best player 
ever heard, He took Tampa Red's ultra-clean style and 
added some broody, dense, Delta mud. One of the few 
bluesmen to record before and after World War Il, he 
‘couldn't sit still long enough for stardom, probably due to a 
murder rap that hung over his head—hence the name 
change in mid-career. 

11. Blue Smitty. When Muddy Waters moved to Chicago 
it was Blue Smitty who gave him guitar lessons. Only cut 
‘one record, a 78 for Chess in 1952, and it was so overboard 
and ahead of its time he gave up recording forever. 
Guitar Slim, Talk about overboard, Guitar Slim's 
playing was so out of control (example: “The Story of My 
Life") that the smoke is still clearing 35 years later. Also 
‘one of the first bluesmen to bring gospel-like shouting to 
the devil's music, 

13, Jimmy Reed, Much maligned these days by blues 
scholars (many of whom try to credit Jimmy's sublime 
leads to sidekick Eddie Taylor), Reed's genius was his 
simplicity. He took a giant body of Mississippi Delta guitar 
riffs and turned them into a rockin’ style that even a 
moron could master. There would never have been 
rock'n'roll without Jimmy Reed to condense things first. 

14, Ike Turner. He cut his best sides before hooking up 
with what's-her-face, His hell-bent-for-sadism Stratocaster 
and whammy bar abuse put him in a class by himself; 
check out his solo on Otis Rush's “Double Trouble” and 
see, 

15, Memphis Minnie. Positive proof that broads are 
equal. On slide she was a cut above just about any man 
around and made the best records of any blues artist in the 
“Bluebird” era, Her tunes have been lifted by the likes of 
Chuck Berry and Led Zep. 

16, Blind Lemon Jefferson, He was the first to transpose 
the left-hand piano boogie figures to guitar, on record 
anyway (example, “Booger Rooger,” 1927). 


17. Skip James. Lonesome genius from Bentonia, 
Mississippi, he was easily the equal of Son House and 
‘Tommy Johnson, one of the few truly unique stylists in the 
blues. He supplied Robert Johnson with more than a few 
tunes. 

18, Lightnin’ Hopkins and 

19, John Lee Hooker. In the late 40s these guys took the 
country blues of their respective regions (Hopkins from 
‘Texas, Hooker from Mississippi via Detroit), and turned 
them into electric, ultra-distorted boogie, inventing a 
sound a hair away from rock'n'roll. When dise shopping, 
look for sides cut before the 1960s on both of these guys. 

20, Jody Williams. The unsung hero of many Howlin’ 
Wolf, Bo Diddley, Otis Rush and Jimmy Rogers records. His 
solo on Diddley’s “Who Do You Love?” is a lesson in evil. 

21, Pat Hare, Savage six-string misanthrope who 
appeared on Sun recordings by James Cotton, Little Junior 
Parker et al, and later a fixture in Muddy Waters’ band. In 
1954 he waxed a version of Dr. Clayton's “Goin’ Down to 
Elis” called “I'm Gonna Murder My Baby” and got 
historical brownie points for fulfilling the fantasy by 
actually doing just that several years later. Died in prison. 

22, Roy Gaines. Recorded infrequently over the years, 
but his blistering solo on Bobby Bland’s “It's My Life Baby” 
in 55 delivered on the promise of musical brutality often 
only hinted at in blues. For that one moment he is to be 
remembered and revered. 

23, Long John Hunter. A fixture of the wide open 
border-town bar circuit in Jaurez, Mexico, in the late 50s 
and early 60s where he was known to hang from the rafters 
all night long, Influential figure to many a West Texas 
rocker, including his one-time sideman Bobby Fuller. 
When last heard from he was still playing his beautifully 
fractured, snaking guitar style in Texas bars. 


Continued on page 52 
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24, Pee Wee Crayton. Took the ultra-clean single string 
leads and big chord shadings of his teacher T-Bone Walker 
and added something very sick of his own to them, First, 
man to record with a Stratocaster. (In 1954 Leo Fender 
gave him one of the first prototypes—where is it today?) 
His “Do Unto Others” is the source for the Beatles’ 
“Revolution.” 

25, Pete “Guitar” Lewis. Longtime Johnny Otis 
sideman, he found the perfect blend of cool string bending 
and distorted gut-busting. He was equally at home trading 
licks with Ben Webster (“One Nighter Blues”) or imitating 
Bo Diddley (“Willie and the Hand Jive”). 

26, Mickey “Guitar” Baker, He was king of the 
sessionmen and a stylist with no peer. He played on 
thousands of New York sessions in the 50s, best heard on 
the Sam Price LP Rib Joint , where his high volume 
outbursts and abrupt turnarounds foreshadowed things 
that have still not come to be. Scored one pop hit with 
Sylvia Vanderpool (“Love Is Strange”), retired to France 
where he writes guitar instruction books. 

27. Calvin Green. Guitarist for the R&B group the 
Midnighters from 1954 to 1959 (when he was sent to prison 
in Texas for possession of marijuana), he displayed a 
raunchy style that would be adapted by Chuck Berry 
among others, first guitarist to record feedback (“Tore 
Up,” 1955). He now plays jazz, 

28, Wild Jimmy Spruill and 

29, Rene Hall. More session players. The former worked 
in New York and supplied the ultra-twangy licks to hits like 
Wilbert Harrison's “Kansas City” and “Rinky Dink” by Dave 
“Baby” Cortez, The latter was based in LA and played on 
too many hits to mention but can be heard at his wildest 
on the LP The Unreleased Larry Williams (Specialty). 

30. Emest MeLean, 

31, Walter Papoose Nelson, 

82, Justin Adams and 

33, Edgar Blanchard. Rarely cited New Orleans players 
‘who were responsible for the guitars heard on hits by Fats 
Domino, Smiley Lewis, Shirley & Lee, Lloyd Price, Little 
Richard and others. All amazing musicians, all shined in 
total obscurity. For a lesson in mystical soulful mania, 

_ check out Adams's solo on Little Richard's “Directly From 
My Heart. to You.” 

34, Snooks Baglin. Top New Orleans bluesman with a 
style so unique its virtually impossible to describe. He 
makes his Telecaster sound like a whole band. He's still at 
it and still great. 

35. Hound Dog Taylor, Last of the great slide players, 
limited in scope (could play in only four keys) but he more 

than made up for it in insanity and tonality. Unto his 
deathbed he held the claim that he taught Elmore James 
to play slide. The best six-fingered slide player ever. 
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Bill Bernstein 


He came, he saw, he 
invented. Les Paul, 
the man who gave 
birth to the solid- 
body electric guitar, 
lays down some 
wise words. 


“Well, it threw Crosby, it threw Sinatra, it 
threw Pegay Lee, it threw Mary Ford, Nat 
Cole, i threw Benny Goodman, Count Basie, 
all of us, because we said, what. in the world 
is happening? Nosebleeds are out there 
stomping on a board, banging out the lyrics, 
saying crazy things, three chord changes. 
«That's one less chord change than when 
| was just starting out! Nobody is trained, 
nobody can sing, they don’t read, they don't 
know nothing... and this is what they call 
rock'n'roll! 

“So we figured rock'n'roll would be out 
Monday! And it didn’t go away" Les Paul 


‘Today, most people would agree that the 
solid-body electric guitar is the cornerstone 
of rock'n'roll, And it is the invention of Les 
Paul, one of the last great geniuses of the 
industrial age, who was raised on a solid 
American diet of country music and 
drugstore cowboy ballads. 

From age nine, Les entertained his 
hometown of Waukesha, Wisconsin, with his 
harp and guitar at drive-ins and local 
gatherings, calling himself Rhubarb Red 
afler favorite bluegrass player Pie Plant 
Pete. 

“My mother brought home a radio, Then 
all hell broke loose because I wanted a PA 
system for my harmonica and guitar. So 1 
took it apart and made a microphone so I 
could sing. The other part of the radio 1 
shoved under the strings and made an 
electric guitar.” 

One night when Les was 13 he snuck into 
a bar nine miles out of town because he 


heard a rumor that the lead guitarist in a 
cowboy band was playing past the third fret. 
‘The band left town a week or so later with 
Les in tow By his 15th birthday the boy was 
earning $2,500 a week touring as a country 
musician, 

“And then I was bit by jazz," Les recalls. 
“I said country's gonna go out the window. I 
want to be a jazz player” Trading in his 
gilded chaps for a starting salary of five 
dollars a week, Les Paul played jazz piano to 
black audiences with artists like Louis 
Armstrong, Bessie Smith, Art Tatum and 
Teddy Wilson 

Les Paul achieved legendary success as a 
musician, cutting hit records with wife Mary 
Ford and earning a Grammy for a record he 
‘made with Chet Atkins. But all his life he's 
been obsessed with musical engineering, 
devising odd contraptions to deliver new 
sounds. In 1951 he was determined to sell 
the blueprints for one of his favorite 
designs—a solid-body electric guitar. 

“Nobody wanted to produce it, At Gibson 
they used to refer to me as that crazy kid 
with the broomstick with the pickup on it. 

« » Finally they signed me up.” Since 
Gibson didn’t want to lend the company 


name to such a risky venture, the world’s 
first solid-body guitar—and today’s best- 
selling model—bears the name of its 
creator 


Les Paul loves musical innovation, 
whether it's a digital synth or a guy with a 
brand new way of picking. In 1961 he 
stumbled across Jimi Hendrix playing in a 
bar on Route 46. “I loved him! I really, really 
dug him! He was playing all kinds of crazy 
things. ... I called him ‘the left-handed 
U-banger!’ " 

Les Paul left the bar to run an errand, 
and by the time he returned somebody had 
thrown Hendrix out. “I said to my manager, 
we gotta track this guy down, we gotta sign 
him, But I didn’t know his name.” Finally 
his manager sent word that a left-handed 
guitar player of the same description had 
burned himself to death smoking a 
cigarette. In 1965 Les Paul saw a picture of 
the man he wanted—on an album cover. 

“There's nothing that anybody plays that 
[haven't heard before—it's just smaller 
and faster, It's the same thing over and 
over, Like rap music, it was here before, . 
‘There was always people who talked songs.” 


gy 
Les Paul, the man and his 
inventions 


Or talking against songs, trying to censor 
lyrics. Paul disdains the current practice of 
labelling records. “Kids will go out and look 
for nothing but warnings! I think the whole 
thing's stupid anyway, Warning about what? 


About something God gave you to begin 
with, ... 
“was musical director of a radio station 


and I had a list of songs you could not play. 
‘Slowpoke’ was not allowed on the radio, 
“Body and Soul) it goes on and on. 

“Drugs were as common in my lifetime, 
in the 20s, You could go into a drugstore in 
Springfield, Missouri, and buy your 
marijuana or heroin. ... 1 knew it was bad, 
I'm hooking with Billie Holiday. V'm seeing 
What, happened to others, I saw what it did 
to Lester Young, It wasn't as open as it was 
today, but it was out there, Jazz singers fell 
like Mies, too.” 

Musical genres may fall in and out of 
favor, but according to Les Paul, guitars are 
forever, “The guitar is mi I. The guitar 
has got everything, A guitar loves you as 
soon as you pick it up, no matter how good 
or bad you play” Technology's not a threat: 
“You'll never see Gene Autry on a horse 
with a synthesizer” —Kathy Silburger 
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Lux Interior: As a kid, I'd take the bus to these 
theaters every weekend and see everything. 
Until “The Brain Eaters.” My parents wouldn’t 
let me go see “that.” I remember my dad saying, 
“The Brain Eaters’? I'll be goddamned if I'm 
going to let him go see ‘The Brain Eaters. He's 
fucked up enough already.” 

Poison Ivy: My father's father was a violin 
player and he played in John Sousa’s band. My 
mother’s mother was an incredible piano player. 
She had really tiny hands. She was a Barnum, 
related to PT. Barnum, which is funny because 
he's the one that started the Bowery, where 
CBGB is. He had freak shows there. 


The Cramps draw their inspiration from the 
overlooked elements of the post-R&B world of 
rock'n'roll, caressing the macabre, the weird 
and unusual, the sexy and the perverse. Horror 
films and the surf guitar sound are more 
important to them than blue suede shoes and 
muttonchops, And their schtick is no act. The 
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CRAMPS 


From vinyl jockstraps to sequined minis, Lux Interior and 
Poison Ivy take on the normal world. 


Cramps persona is not a costume that Lux and 
Ivy put on before each show and take off when 
it’s over, though Lux is prone to performing a 
striptease during a performance. 

‘The band is busy promoting their first album 
in nearly four years, Stay Sick!, which is also 
their first on an American label since 1981. In 15 
years they have had only five major releases: 
Gravest Hits (1979); Songs the Lord Taught Us 
(1980); Psychedelic Jungle (1981); Smell of 
Female (1983), and A Date with Elvis (1986). 
‘The long breaks between records have not been 
the band’s choice. Finding an American label has 
proven difficult. “It always came down to 
somebody trying to change us,” says Ivy, who, 
besides managing the band, has produced all but 
the first two of their releases. “They would say, 
“There's no single on this record,’ and I'd think, 
‘Well, we must be doing something right, our last 
album sold over 200,000. What's so illogical 
about merely getting behind what we're doing?” 

Nothing seemed illogical when Ivy Rorschach 


got behind Lux Interior on his motorcycle in the 
early 70s in Sacramento, California, when Lux 
picked her up hitchhiking. These kindred spirits 
heard the call of New York, but they settled first, 
in Akron, Ohio, for the gestation period. 

We cruised the streets of Akron in their big 
white 1990 Lincoln Town Car, blue interior, 
windows up, air conditioning on. The music 
plays low, a soundtrack of 50s country, surf 
music and R&B perfectly complementing the 
factories which loom outside. The strangest 
thing about the world of the Cramps is how 
normal it is. They want nothing except to be left 
to do their own thing, sharing their sound with 
those who find pleasure in it, 


SPIN: Why did you start without a bass 
player? 

Ivy: No big reason, it’s not like it was a certain 
idea. 


Continued on page 92 
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BOWIE 


Bowie took from the best, but he also gave, 
elevating image to an equal partner with music. 


I met David Bowie for the first time in 1971 in the 
offices of RCA Records. He was wearing the long 
dress, the floppy hat and the yellow patent leather 
Maryjane shoes that conjured up the Hunky Dory 
album cover. It was the same outfit, actually, that he 
wore earlier, when Mercury promo man Rodney 
Bingenheimer brought Bowie around, on 
Valentine's Day, 1971. With him this time were his 
wife, Angela, who wore a mannish haircut. and an 
attitude to match, Tony Zanetta from the Warhol 
world, who would later be an integral part of 
Bowie's Main Man management organization, and 
some RCA execs. I was there at the behest of my 
husband, Richard Robinson, who was one of RCA’ 
A&R “house hippies” and partially responsible for 
signing Bowie, Lou Reed and the Kinks to that label 
Lalso wrote a column for the English music weekly 
New Musical Express, so Bowie wanted to meet 
me, He also wanted to meet Lou Reed and Iggy Pop, 
both of whom were friendly with my friend Danny 
Fields. Fields had also managed both Reed and Iggy, 
so he helped me arrange a dinner at the Gingerman_ 
restaurant for the three of them to meet. All in the 
family. 

Dinner was a bit rough going; Lou wasn't the 
most gregarious social animal, but Iggy and David 
connected like movie magic; later that week Iggy 
moved into David and Angela's hotel suite. The next 
time we all got together—along with Bowie's 
manager Tony DeFries—was at a dinner at my 
house. Three things stand out in my memory about 
that evening: Lou's girlfriend was go-go dancing 
alone in the living room while David and Lou were 
sequestered in a back room, Angela was banging on 
the door to that room and a rare magazine article on 
the Velvet Underground was missing from my 
house that night. 

About a year later, Richard, Lou and I went to 
London where hard would produce Lou's first 
solo record for RCA. In February 1972, we three 
were invited to Bowie's house for his birthday 
party. Bowie greeted us at the door of his London 
house wearing the patterned Ziggy jumpsuit, red 
vinyl boots and his hair was chopped off in that 
short, spiky orange style—all of ita far ery from the 
Greta Garbo of the year before ind | remember 
saying to him, “Ahh, so you've seen ‘A Clockwork 
Orange.’ " Another memorable visual: the Bowies 


had a very large Jar staircase that led to 


nowhere. 
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Bowie has always been a part of a team. Most rock 


ssful ones, that is) need a strong 
support system that often begins with one strong 
supporter. Along with manager De Fries, Bowie had 


Angela. Angela Bowie was not the raucous, bitter 
woman that she appears to be today. At that time, 
she was a raucous hoot, a breath of straightforward, 
bawdy, fresh air. She protected him. Angela and 
David Bowie were the quintessential 70s couple: 
they proclaimed their bisexuality to the world, and 
while it was probably real at the time, there always 
seemed that element of playacting for publicity 
shock value. They also had a strong, mutual 
dependence. It all fell apart, of course, when the 
real success came; but name a major rock star who 
is still with his first wife. 

Bowie, a self-admitted synthetic artist, stole from 
the best and made no bones about it. It was no 
accident that he wanted to meet Lou Reed and Iggy 
Pop, no secret that he admired Bryan Ferry's voice. 
Think about it, the leap from 1960s British musical 
comedy star Anthony Newley to Bryan Ferry wasn't 
all that great. The 70s was a decadent party; the 
hedonism of the 60s with a twist, and Bowie was the 
perfect ringmaster. So what if Johansen and Alice 
and Iggy and Lou did it first, did it for real, and did it 
better. Eventually, the line according to Main Man 
was that Bowie was spearheading a Movement, and 
Warhol and Charles Ludlam (director of the Theatre 
of the Ridiculous) protégés Cherry Vanilla, Lee 
Black Childers, Tony Zanetta and Tony Ingrassia all 
worked to publicize Bowie. The Myth continued 
‘That now famous photo of Bowie, Lou and Iggy is 
revealing: Lou looks debilitated, empty-eyed; Iggy 
has a maniacal grin and that silly silver hair, and 
Bowie is smiling, staring defiantly into the cam: 
In fairness, he took, but he also gave. In spite of the 
mess Lou was at that time, Bowie helped him get his 
first hit, “Walk on The Wild Side,” when he 
produced the now classic Transformer LP. He did 
the same of Iggy when he was at the helm on the 
great albums Lust for Life and The Idiot. Bowie as 
father figure, bizarre at best, but there was always 
that aspect. He had symbiotic, bitchy, loving 
friendships with others—Mare Bolan, Alice Cooper, 
and Nick Rhodes, to name a few. 


July 1974: Madison Square Garden was the date 
that Main Man had waited for for over two years. 
Well-known industry story: De Fries walks into a 
prominent rock booking agent's office in New York 
City before David ever tours the States and sugg 
that his boy would begin his American exposure 
with a date at the Garden. While said agent was 
regaining his composure, De Fries expounded 
on his plans. Bowie would headline all over the 
country, it would make front-page news, and then 
.-. baseball stadiums, 
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The Concert, The Garden, July 1974: The audience 
at the Saturday show was high glitter. Lots of gaily 
dressed with spiky old Bowie hairdos and 
platformed to death, my favorite female vision 
wearing black fishnet tights, a turquoise feathered 
G-string and bra, silver Mylar plastic jacket and 
matching purse, glasses and silver fuck-me platform 
shoes, and carrying a black BIBA shopping bag. 
Lots of fans with faces painted a la the “Aladdin 
Sane” album cover, Bowie T-shirts, and, as Ron 
Delsner whispered excitedly, “There are guys here 
in dresses, for Christ's sake.” I had asked Wayne 
County earlier if he would attend in drag, and he 
told me “I think I'll just wear a polka dot blue 
‘sweater, red suspenders and a simple white suit”— 
the outfit, of course, worn by Bowie for his 
Diamond Dogs tour. 


The Post Show Party, New York City: Promoter 
Ron Delsener ushered in Rudi Nureyev (referred 
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privately by some as aging Mother Russia), and then 
in came Mick Jagger. He and Bowie hugged and 
giggled in a corner like two schoolboys. Then, the 
little devils, they skipped and raced through the 
room and into a closet. A few minutes later The 
Divine Miss M (Bette Midler) came into the room, 
stood with hands on hips, and demanded, “Where's 
Bowie?” Angela turned to look at her, said “Come 
with me, honey,” and walked over to the closet and 
pushed her inside. The three of them—Bowie, Mick 
and Bette, stayed in there for about a half an hour. 


David Bowie, February, 1976: during the Thin White 
Duke tour: “Stark, it's stark. And the object of me 
getting around to doing that, to bringing it there, 
was to produce an extreme of the opposite psychic 
movement. You had to be big and fat and puffy and 
pink then, and wrapped up in ribbons. Not even a 
nice, shocking pink, but a horrible, tatty pink, 
before it could get anywhere near black and white. 


You can’t come right into black and white. No way. 
There's no friction.” 

White light, white heat, indeed. The thin white 
duke. Brechtian theater. More theatrics. Less is 
more. A man and his music. The band off to the side, 
so visually unimportant that they might as well be 
behind the curtain. Bowie got to be Frank Sinatra 
before Bryan Ferry did. “Un Chien Andalou” on the 
screen prior to Bowie's performance—a bonus for 
those 17-year-old fans who have not had the chance 
to study the surrealist classic film in college yet. 
After the show I ask him, “Is this your band?” “Oh 
no... They'll all probably wander off after the tour 
and go back to James Brown, or wherever it is that 
they came from." 


The Dinah Shore TV show taping, Los Angeles, 
1977: The warm-up man introduces David as “one 
of the most influential people in the rock 
spectrum!” and pix of Bowie in all of his 
incarnations flash on the screen: Ziggy ... the pink 
jockstrap ... the white suit ... and about 50 
teenagers in the audience scream as the curtain is 
raised and .... there he is, standing on a pedestal. 
Baggy black trousers, a blue velour pullover. 
Orange short hair slicked back; Bryan Ferry circa 
1973. He sings as out-of-camera-range guests Nancy 
Waler and the Fonz tap their toes. The Fonz is really 
getting into it, doing sort of funky chicken things 
with his head. Dave does little disco steps. He sits 
down with Dinah to chat. More photos flash on the 
screen, The blue and white polka dot sweater, red 
suspenders and white suit. “I was living in New 
York at the time,” remarks David, “and was 
influenced by a lot of Puerto Rican clothing.” Pause. 
“I steal from everybody you know.” 

At the end of the show David sang “Five Years,” 
straight into the camera. A tight close-up on his 
face. The same song, the same face close-up that I 
had seen about five years ago on the BBC-TV show 
“The Old Grey Whistle Test.” It was riveting then, 
and it was again now. Perfect, I thought, he’s finally 
getting around to stealing from himself. 


The Interview, 197: 
Lisa Robinson: You've written at least one 
really good rock'n'roll song every year. 

David Bowie: Incredible sort of luck and a shred of 
mercenary attitade got me that: far. 

Isn't it hard to write a good rock'n'roll song? 
Not if you're desperate enough. And not if you 
passionately want to be a rock'n'roll star and be 
lionized and have eulogies written about you. Then 
you write a bloody good rock'n'roll song. If you 
don't, you're not going to be a rock'n'roll star. 

Why are you attracted to all that? 

Because I do what I want very well. I'm a good 
synthetic. I'm the first really synthetic rock star. 
‘There is no other. 

What do you think when you look back at all 
those costumes, those various stages of your 
career? 

How embarrassing. It's only embarrassing after the 
second or third year. The third year it came close to 
being cliche to archetype, then it started looking 
good again. There's a point where you look at it and 
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35 Most 
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Moments In 

Rock’n’Roll 
Drumming 
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bass drum on “The Smothers Brothers,” and 

nearly blows up the whole band. Backstage, 

Bette Davis faints into Mickey Rooney's 

arms, 

2. May 1965: Mick Avory strikes Dave Davies, 

over the head with a high-hat cymbal during 

an onstage altercation at Kinks show in 

Cardiff, UK. As Ray Davies runs around 

screaming “He's killed my brother! He's 

killed my brother!” and the Yardbirds are in 
the wings waiting to go on, Avory flees, 
believing he has committed murder, He is 
located in a transport cafe the next day. 

3, 1963: 18-year-old Ron Wilson pounds out 
ipeout” in a cheap studio in Southern 
lifornia. Everybody expected the surf- 

drum classic to be the B-side of the 

incredibly inane “Surfer Joe.” 

4. DJ. Fontana's fills at the end of every 

twelve bars of “Hound Dog.” 

5. Keith Moon: The entire Live at Leeds 

album, “Anyway, Anyhow, Anywhere,” “Dogs 

Part I (B-side of “Pinball Wizard”), “Won't 

Get Fooled Again,” “Substitute.” 

6. 1958: Having previously mastered the 

rock'n'roll paradiddle on “Peggy Sue,” J. 

Allison dispenses with drums altogether 

and plays his knees on “Every Day.” 

1. 1956: Arriving at the Pythian Temple in 

New York, Johnny Burnette's Rock'n'Roll 

Trio are offered a 36-piece orchestra by 

Decea for their recording session. They 

keep the drummer and send the rest home. 
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8, 1966-67: Jimi Hendrix Experienc: 
Mitchell brings jazz great Elvin Jones' 
ceymbal-slashing style to rock'n'roll 

9, 1966: Velvet Underground and Nico 
introduce Maureen Tucker as the first, 
pounding-minimalist-female rock'n'roll 
drummer in the world. 

3. Well not quite, In 1964, Honey Lantree 
propels the Honeycombs’ “Have I the 
Right?” to one-hit wonder status. Did Mo 
know about this? 

10, Ringo Starr tells studio assistant to “lay 
off them drums” in the film “A Hard Day's 
Night." “They loom large in his legend,” 
explains George. 

11, 1969: Jughead lays aside his hamburger 
to pound out the beat of “Everything’s 
Archie,” becoming the world's greatest 
cartoon drummer. 


The opening drum fill on Carole King's 
The Loco-Motion.” 
3 ie Meter’s Ziggy Model 


13. 1969: 


to soul music with “Cissy 
14, 1969: The cowbell in 
Women.” (The 


5 up his day job and 
his position in Blues, Inc, to join the 
Stones. 

ine Krupa and Buddy Rich cut “Drum 
Battle," rocking like mad, oblivious to the 
fact that everyone else on the record is 
playing jazz, 


17, 1966: Ginger Baker's drum solo entitled 
“Toad” on Fresh Cream has the dubious 
distinction of introducing the drum solo to 
the rock LP, though he had already 
recorded one previously called “C: 
Elephants” on the Graham Bond album A 
Bond Between Us 
18, Bennie Benjamin's whipcrack snare on 
Martha and the Vandella’s “Dancin’ In the 
Streets,” and a hundred other Motown hits. 
19. 1962: Hal Blaine, the most widely 
recorded drummer in rock'n'roll history, 
reaches an all-time peak for Phil Spector in 
“Da Doo Ron Ron." 
20. 1962: “Green Onions” launches Booker 
‘Land the MGs with Stax house drummer Al 
Jackson's snare-that-conquered-the-world 
hitting the airwaves. 
21, 1965: Moulty, the drummer in the 
Barbarians, plays “Hey Little Bird,” with a 
hook instead of a hand on “The TAM 
Show 
22, 1990: Tommy Lee falls off his motorized, 
super-fab drum riser and gets a concussion, 

. 1965; ‘Gary Lewis and the Playboys 
introduce the double bass drum kit to 
American rock'n'roll so they can fit the 
whole band logo on the front of the kit. 
24, “In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida" by Iron Butterfly 
takes up the entire side of an LP due to an 
absurdly long drum solo 

. Drummers used to make hit records: 
“Teen Beat” by Sandy Nelson, “Topsy Part 
W" by Cozy Cole. Retro-ites observe: “Wait 


for the first number-one record credited to 
a Linn Drum." 

26, Keith Moon destroys an entire room full 
of percussion on the end of “Love Reign 
O'er Me” on Quadrophenia in 1 

traditional Who ending.” says Pete, 

27. John Bonham’s savage drum solo played 
with his hands on “The Song Remains The 
Same." 

28, Jason Bonham fills his father’s drum 
throne on Led Zeppelin Reunion tour in 
1989, di bloodied snare drum 


to 17 Top-40 hits, He plays the 
at on all 17 but nobody complains. 
0, Carmine Appice takes power trio 
drumming to new extremes on the Beck- 
Bogart-and-Appice Live in Japan LP. 
1. Neil Peart takes rock drumming in 


general to new extremes. And he writes the 
words too, 

1968: Led Zeppelin's Jimmy Page and 
John Bonham discover the ultimate fat 
drum sound, still the envy of metalheads 
worldwide, 

33. 1979: Rat Scabies urinates on audience 
from rotating drum stool. Others have it, 
that his target was a Motorhead banner, 
34, 1962: Ringo Starr replaces Pete Best in 
the Beatles, only to find that producer 
George Martin doesn’t consider him good 
enough either, and gives him a tambourine 
as condolence. 

5. Keith Moon appears ginger-clad and 
raving out of the audience at an early 
Detours gig and demolishes half the drum 
kit, Daltrey asks: “What are you doing 
Monday?" And the rest is history. 


Was itlive? 
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A TRAGIC WASTE OF VINYL 


What are the worst cover songs 
of the last 35 years? Read on 
and beg to differ. 


1, Bananarama—‘Help" (The Beatles) 
2, Fuzztones—“Loose” (The Stooges) 
3, Peter Murphy—“Final Solution” (Pere Ubu) 
4. RE.M.—“Academy Fight Song” (Mission Of Burma) 
5. Pat Boone—“Tutti Frutti” (Little Richard) 
6. David Bowie— ‘White Light White Heat” (Velvet Underground) 
7. Nick Cave—“In The Ghetto” (Elvis) 
8. Doors—"Alabama Song” (Kurt Weill) 
9, David Bowie—"Alabama Song” (Kurt Weill) 
10. Sex Pistols—“Roadrunner” (Jonathan Richman and the Modern 
Lovers) 
11, The Replacements (live)—Any song after their fifth bottle of Jack 
Daniels. 
12, Edie Brickell & New Bohemians—“A Hard Rain’ Gonna Fall” 
(Dylan) 
13. Wendy 0. Williams—"Stand By Your Man” (Tammy Wynette) 
14. Hank Williams, Jr—Any Hank Williams, Sr, song. 
16, Elvis Presley—"Old McDonald Had a Farm” (traditional) 
16, Four Seasons—‘Don't Think Twice, It’ Alright” (Bob Dylan) 
17, Frank Sinatra—“Hey Jude” (Beatles) 
18, Phil Collins—“lou Can't Hurry Love” (Supremes) 
19. Frigid Pink—"House of the Rising Sun” (Animals) 
20. Diana Ross—“Why Do Fools Fall in Love” (Frankie Lymon and the 
Teenagers) 
. Kim Wilde—“You Keep Me Hangin’ On" (Supremes) 
. Red Hot Chili Peppers—“Higher Ground” (Stevie Wonder) 
. Depeche Mode— ‘Route 66” (Rolling Stones) 
. Echo and the Bunnymen—“Paint It Black” (Rolling Stones) 
5. Jesus and Mary Chain—“Who Do You Love” (Bo Diddley) 
. Great White—“Once Bitten Twice Shy” (lan Hunter) 
. Fine Young Cannibals—“Bver Fallen in Love” (Buzzcocks) 
3. William Shatner—“Lucy in the Sky With Diamonds” (The Beatles) 
. Tiffany—" Think We're Alone Now” (Tommy James) 
). Will To Power—"Baby I Love Your Way/Freebird” 
(Frampton/Lynyrd Skynyrd) 
31. Pseudo Echo—"Fupky Town” (Lipps Inc.) 
2. Joan Jett—The Hit List (entire album) 
83. Bruce Dickinson—“Al! the Young Dudes” (Mott the Hoople) 
34, Aztec Camera—‘‘Jump” (Van Halen) 
36. Celtic Frost—“Meican Radio” (Wall of Voodoo) 


IGGY 


A Brief History of Iggy Pop’s 


Formative Years 


“To me, real rock'n'roll ‘were the 

local bands from the worst part of 
town. The guys who were bad and I 
could never be like. The people I 
related to grew up to be like 
Belvedere, the character I play in ‘Cry- 
Baby: And the women I looked up to 
were local versions of the Shangri-Las 
and Ronnie Spector. They wore big 
beehives, nylons, skirts with the slit in 
the back, big pointy bras and big rings 
around their necks. 

“When I was 14, the baddest group 
around was the Renegades. They were 
real thin with very bad skin. They wore 
very shiny suits that were too tight; 
they were also mean and they would 
fight. The drummer had psychotic 
episodes. I worshiped these guys. I 
would see them perform at barn 
dances called sock-hops, where you 
could see on one bill Jerry Lee Lewis, 
who was unbelievable, the 
Marvelettes, who had ‘Too Many Fish 
In The Sea’ out, and Bobby Sherman, 
who was pretty and couldn't sing. 
‘These people mimed to their records. 
‘To a regular kid they looked like they 
were from another planet. I had never 
seen anybody under stage lighting 
before. They were like nine feet tall 
and shiny. And before these groups 
would go on they would have two or 
three greaser bands from around the 
area, and the Renegades were one of 
them. They were a real band playing 
real music and obviously never 
sounded as good as their record. 

“When Jerry Lee Lewis walked up 
on stage, his hair was so bright yellow, 
it sent out bolts of light around this 
huge barn. He just sneered at 
everybody. I never saw anybody sneer 
at an audience before. Then he walked 
over to the piano, raised up his legs, 
kicked the keys once and growled, ‘I'm 
not playing that shit’ and walked off. 
There was a minute of chaos. Then he 


came back on and mimed the B-side of 
one of his records, which wasn’t even 
a rock song, and split. I was in awe. 

“The operative word here is shiny. 
Rock’n'roll looked shiny and it 
sounded shiny. It made a tingle 
throughout my body. I hadn't done any 
drugs yet, but it was like what drugs 
would do later, when you take a heavy 
hit of something and it gets up your 
spinal cord. 

“After I saw some of this stuff, I 
wanted to try it myself. I got a set of 
drums and started a two-man group, 
called the Megaton 2, for the junior 
high talent show. The guitar player 
was a Duane Eddy freak and I was a 
Sandy Nelson freak. We played an 
instrumental version of Ray Charles’ 
“What Did I Say, and ‘Let There Be 
Drums’ and I got much more popular 
at school. Girls who didn't talk to me 
were talking to me. Then, when I got to 
the 10th grade and got the Iguanas 
together and played fraternities, I 
started to realize you can get girls 
drunk and they'll do anything, “When I 
found out about Bob Dylan, I flipped. I 
was about 16 or 17 and going out with 
an older woman; she was one or two 
years older than me. She was artsy and 
what was considered to be a beatnik. I 
had never seen anything like these 
people. They wore engineer boots and 
flannel shirts and long hair. I was 
dreaming about being in a rock'n'roll 
band and they were dreaming about 
being on a freight train. But I started 
hanging out with this one girl and she 
tumed me on to the Free Wheelin’ Bob 
Dylan album. I had never heard of a 
talking blues. And at the time, I had 
literary ambitions; I had won $25 for a 
poem I had written that a girlfriend of 
mine had entered in a literary contest. 

“I saw Dylan at a concert where he , 
did the first half acoustic, all by 
himself, then took a 15-minute break. 


Allen Ginsberg 


He reappeared wearing a grey 
Edwardian suit and a Stratocaster, his 
back to the audience, jumped, turned 
around and started hitting the chords 
to “Tombstone Blues” with this killer 
band. It must have been like with Jesus 
Christ, when the crowd threw stuff at 
him. I couldn't understand why they 
were booing him. It was the best thing 
Thad ever heard in my life. I had seen 
the Beach Boys in the same hall the 
week before and I wanted to be like 
Dennis Wilson. 

“I saw the Doors in 1967 in a 
gymnasium at a homecoming dance 
just before I had the Stooges going. I 
had stopped being a drummer and 
wanted to start my thing, but didn't 
know how. The Doors had their first 
album out, which I didn't understand, 
because it wasn't a rock album. There 
were a lot of keyboards and Latin 
things in the bass line. All the 
boneheads knew about them was that 
they had this big hit, ‘Light My Fire, so 
they thought they were going to get 
this romantic band. The girls showed 


up in their prom dresses and there 
were maybe 25 of us young derelicts 
who weren't in college, trying to soak 
up whatever music we could. 

‘First, the band came out. Most rock 
bands would come out looking real 
macho, This was the Doors’ first tour, 
and they looked untogether with a 
capital U. Then out comes Morrison, 
He looked like Hedy Lamarr in 
‘Samson and Delilah.’ Greased, shiny 
black hair down to his crotch, pearl- 
white skin, black suede Beatle-type 
boots, Leatherette trousers, conch 
belt, leather jacket and a Pete 
‘Townshend shirt with ruffles. I was 
transfixed with how beautiful this guy 
was. He was obviously on something. 
He came on and did his best imitation 
ofa drunk, careening around the stage. 
‘This pissed the audiences, but I was in 
ecstasy. Deep down he was doing 
something I knew I could do; you 
didn't have to play a guitar, sing or do 
anything to do that. Plus, there's this 
really horny young girl with a French 
last name swaying in front of me to the 


music and I'm rubbing my dick against 
her butt. Finally I came in my pants. 
“Lwas a virgin until I was 20, after I 
had started the Stooges. There was 
this girl, 25 years old with a kid; some 
guy had knocked her up and dumped 
her, She took a shine to me and I'd go 
over to her place late at night if I 
wanted dinner, a sandwich, a beer or a 
clean bed to sleep in—you know, 
things that girls had—and I would 
make out with her. One night she got 
me stoned on pot and she just did it to 
me, which pissed me off, because I 
didn’t control the situation. But the 
next day I thought: I want to try some 
more of this. I started trying out all 
these college girls, one after another. 
“saw the Stones in 1969, which was 
the best single show I've ever seen by 
anyone. This time it was at the 
Olympia hockey rink and you had to 
fight your way to the front. I got to 
within maybe 25 feet of the stage, 
What was most interesting about the 
show, besides the performance, was 
that all the other bands at the time 
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would turn up their Marshalls and get 
this huge distortion, but the Stones 
used Ampeg gear and played at a 
reasonable volume, with no reverb, 
fuzz or anything like that. You got the 
feeling this was real music and led to 
the sound of the Stooges’ second 
album, ‘Fun House,’ which is much 
more stripped down than our first 
album. 

“Even today, when I hear something 
that sounds really, really good, I get 
that same unbelievable rush. The Cure, 
certain things by Nick Cave, certain 
things by Guns N’ Roses and so many 
others still got the shine that the 
original people had. I saw the Stones 
twice on the last tour and Jagger still 
had it, All the energy was coming from 
his head, It was like this magic head on 
stage. Sparks were flying. The shine 
was experienced in a different, way, 
because a lot of stuff has been through 
these nerve endings of mine, but it was 
there. I still like rock'n'roll straight up: 
no mixer, no chaser.” 

—Scott Cohen 
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35 Great Songs To 
Blast When Your 
Lover Just 

Ditched You And 


“| Wanna Destroy You”—Soft Boys 

. “You Stupid Jerk”—Angry Samoans 
“Liar"—The Sex Pistols 

“What's This Shit Called Love?”—Pagans 

. “If 1 Only Had a Brain"—Soundtrack from “The 
Wizard Of Oz" 

“Don't Come Knockin’ "—Fats Domino 

“No Mercy for Swine"—Proud Scum 

“Won't Get Fooled Again”—The Who 


eee 


fens 


. “One Monkey Don't Stop No Show"—Big 


Maybelle 


. “I Can't Stand Myself (When You Touch Me)"— 


James Brown 

“Mr. Pitiful"—Otis Redding 

“Sisters Are Doin’ It for Themselves” — 
Eurythmics and Aretha Franklin 

“Best Thing That Ever Happened To Me”— 
Gladys Knight & The Pips 

“Your Cheatin’ Heart”—Hank Williams 
“Hound Dog"”—Elvis 

‘Feel A Whole Lot Better"—The Byrds 


). “Help!"—The Beatles 


“Shot By Both Sides”—Magazine (Amazing song, 32. 
Left You For Dead * rivinveartor nt) 
10. “I Don't Want Nobody to Give Me Nothing 33. 
(Open Up The Door, I'll Get It Myself)”—James Bre 
Brown 35. 
11, “Hit the Road Jack"—Ray Charles 
1. “Let's Have a War"—Fear 15. “Too Drunk to Fuck”—Dead 


—Filth 


Love Songs, 
Nothing But 


2. “Don't Hide Your Hate” 


3. “Kill the Hippies” 
Deadbeats 17. “Tooting For Anus” 


Kennedys 


16. “Ballad of Extreme Hate" 


—Halo of Flies 


4, “Kill the Bee Gees” —Accident —Meatmen ‘ 
Love Songs =, Yourself” —The Lewd 18, “I Was a Teenage Fuck-Up” 
6. “Die Bitch"—Pussy Galore —Really Red 
35 Punk 7 “Slash Your Face"—Dogs 19, “Suck My Snot"—Wall of 
8. “Baby You're So Turds 
Anthems of Repulsive"—Crime 20. “Terminal Stupid” 
9. “Hate the Police” —The Dicks —Sniveting Shits 
Peace, Love 16, «snot ihe Pope" RPA 21. “Just Héad”—Nervous 
and 1h ‘Wed Have a Riot Doing Eaters 
Heroin"—Queers 22. “Fuck & Suck" —Mad 


. 12. “Booze, Tobacco, Pussy and 
Understanding Fea agen me 
13. “I've Got the World Up My 
Ass"—Circle Jerks 
14. “No Hope for the Wretched” 
—The Plasmatics 


Virgins 


Rondos 


23, “King Kong's Penis” —The 


24. “Raping Dead Nuns” —Solger 


I Can't Stand It”—Eric Clapton 
19th Nervous Breakdown”—The Rolling 
Stones 


|. “Here Comes the Flood"—Peter Gabriel 


“Bye Bye Love”—Everly Brothers (Or just 
about anything by the Everly Brothers.) 


. “T Won't Last a Day Without You”—The 


Carpenters 

sychotic Reaction”—Count Five 
“Goodbye Cruel World”—James Darren 
“Whip It"—Devo 


). “Walkin After Midnight”—Patsy Cline 


“Everybody Loves Me But You"—Brenda Lee 
“Ne Me Quitte Pas"—Jacques Brel (“Don't 
Leave Me”—in French; all about man who begs 
woman not to leave him, swearing he will bring 
her pearls of rain from countries where it never 
rains, ete, None of this dead-boring- 
commitment-problem-codepency crap.) 
“Goodbye Baby (Baby Goodbye)”—Solomon 
Burke 

“Love Will Tear Us Apart"—Joy Division 

‘The first five Roxy Music albums 


. “Don't Sleep In the Subway Darling"—Petula 


Clark 


26. “Swastika Girl”—Viletones 

27. “Free Myra Hindley” 
—Moors Murderers 

28, “Swiss Cheese Back” 
—Fuckin’ Flyin’ A-Heads 

29. “Blectrocute My Cock” —Vom 

30. “Living On the Street Where 
Nobody Lives”—Pagans 

81. “I Was There at the Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre” 
—Ambient Noise 

32, “Butcher Baby" —The 
Plasmatics 

33. “I Kill Hippies” —Jack 
Tragic and the Unfortunates 

84. “My Dad's a Fuckin’ 
Alcoholic" —The Franti 

35, “I Saw an X-Ray of a Girl 
Passing Gas”—The Butthole 


25, “Dick In One Hand” 
—Drunks With Guns 


Surfers 
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Universal Pictures and SPIN Magazine invite you 
toa special preview of the new film by Spike Lee. 


DENZEL WASHINGEON:: SI IKE LEE 


I you live in one of the following cities, 


send in a postcard with your name ) 
and address to receive a free screening 
pass (while quantities last). R 


¢ San Francisco ¢ Minneapolis, » fe) — 
* Dallas © Louisville 14 4 

© Detroit * Portland 

* Boston * Milwaukee sd 

© St. Louis &* o 


¢ Winston Salem/Greensboro 


Entries must be renee by July 21st. 
Mail to: abe 
SPIN —s - BLUES. 

6 West 18th Street, New York, NY 10011 m ¢ 


Your postmark 
must match one 
of the screening 
cities or 
surrounding 
metropolitan 
area. Winners 
will be selected 
at random. Your 
tickets will be 
mailed to you. 


_ASPKE LEE soe DENZELWASHNGTON “MO'BEN 
JOHN TURTURRO DICK ANTHONY 


_ IAMS casnvgROBI REED prooucnon et THOMAS orienac wus score BILL LEE 
prooucer JON KILIK coprooucer MONTY ROSS rronucen \RITEN ano onecTeD By SPIKE LEE 


TO SELECT THEATRES $1035 
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econds That Say It All 


How high are your heels? 
Gene Simmons: Six and a half, seven inches. 

Paul Stanley: The higher the heel, the more likely 
you are to break the space between your platform 
and your heel. If there's not a very heavy steel 
support in there and you come down too hard, 
you'll find the heel five feet behind you and you'll be 
on your back. 

Did that ever happen to you? 

Paul: No. We have three- or four-inch screws 
holding the heels on. Our boots are like armor. 
They're very heavy. 

How heavy? 

Ace: Ten pounds! When I first joined the group I 
wore space-age sneakers. But since Paul, Gene and 
Peter wore platforms, I thought I should wear 
platforms, too, so I could be the same height, So I 
bought these special shoes with half-inch platforms 
and everyone started to laugh. But as the group has 
progressed, we've grown. We grow about an inch a. 
week. 

—1975 


PATTI SMITH 


What are some of your sex fantasies? 

When I was a kid, Anne Frank was the big deal and 
whenever I went to the bathroom I found Nazi 
atrocity books instead of pornography. That was my 
initiation into weird sex stuff. My first fantasies 
were that I was Anne Frank and these Nazis would 
find me and do all this stuff. I had a lot of female 


fantasies up until recently. I had acted like a boy for 
so long that I didn't know how to act like a woman, 
The only way I could learn about being a woman 
was from other women, so I got completely 
captivated by girls, which everyone took for a 
lesbian thing. All I wanted to do was make myself 
more feminine. I even decided to have an affair with 
Anita Pallenberg. That's how I got into my Keith 
Richards period. I thought if I looked enough like 
Keith, Anita Pallenberg would pick me up and 
maybe after we were done messing around, Keith 
and I could mess around. But these fantasies were 
completely intellectual and had nothing to do with 
my body. I didn't even know a woman could 
masturbate. 

—1973 


DAVID BYRNE 


Did you ever get caught screwing? 

Yes, and I felt really silly. A friend of mine caught 
me fucking his girlfriend. It was in their house. I felt 
pretty bad and the guy felt pretty bad but the girl 
thought it was real funny. But it didn’t change our 
relationship very much, 

Did you get a song out of it? 

I think I wrote “Psycho Killer” shortly after. 
—1981 


DION 


Was there a Runaround Sue? 
No. “Runaround Sue” was written about a chick 
named Dolores. She was the neighborhood whore. 


At the time I couldn't get anything to rhyme with it, 
other than Lavoris and clitoris, so we wrote it about 
Sue. 

How did you get your hair to look so good? 

I worked on it. I used to get that Dixie Peach and 
whip it on the sides. It was the most important thing 
in the world. Who cared about the way I sang? I 
didn’t. As long as my hair was combed, I was cool. 
Then what happened? 

When things loosened up, I loosened up. I guess my 
hair loosened up and fell out. 

—1978 


HALL & OATES. 


How did you lose your virginity? 

John Oates: In a finished basement, on a couch, ina 
traditional way. 

Daryl Hall: With a girl I picked up on the street. We 
went into the woods with a bottle of wine. She took 
her teeth out because, she said, if she kept them in, 
she might swallow them 

Why aren't you called Oates and Hall? 

Oates: Because when we were living together in 
Philadelphia, we put Hall/Oates on the mailbox and 
we kind of kept it like that. 

—1979 


SMOKEY ROBINSON 


Why are you called Smokey? 
When I was born I had blond hair and blue eyes and 
was real light and that lasted until I was 12 or 13, 
before I began to darken up. When you're a real 
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light-skinned black cat they've got all 
kinds of names for you—Red, OF 
Yellow—and Smokey's supposed to 
depict a black kind of thing. That was 
my Uncle Claude's name for me. He 
called me Smokey Joe and when I got 
to be 12 or so and the moon got full 
and I started to change, I dropped the 
Joe. 

—1977 


CAPTAIN BEEFHEART 


What kind of captain are you? 
Well, there was this guy who sold 
tomatoes, this black gentleman, and 
his name was the Captain. He had 
beefsteak tomatoes, actually, but he 
used to say his tomatoes were as big 
as beef hearts. 

—1979 


BOB DYLAN 


What movies do you wish you had 
been in? 

“The Devil and Miss Jones,” “I Was A 
Zombie For the FBI,” “Ben Hur” and 
“Raintree County.” 

Who would you want to play you 
in your life story? 

Billy Dee Williams and Mickey 


MARIANNE FAITHFULL 


Is the rumor true that the Rolling 
Stones once ate a Mars Bar out of 
your vagina? 

That was about the night of Mick's 
bust at Keith's house. Mick, Keith, xa 
me, a bunch of friends and a drug 
dealer who turned up in London with 
all this acid went down to West Wittering, where 
Keith had a house, and tripped together. This trip 
was planned around going to a house owned by a 
great surrealist art collector, but it was a Sunday 
and the place was closed. We spent our LSD trip ina 
Land Rover, which wasn't very pleasant, in the rain. 
When we got back to Keith's, the first thing I did 
was have a bath, When I got out of the bath I 
realized I hadn't brought anything to change into. 
The only thing I could see myself wearing was a 
beautiful fur rug, which was in Mick's and my 
bedroom. So I put on the fur rug and, with nothing 
underneath, came down to the drawing room, sat on 
the couch, watched the fire and smoked a joint. 
‘Then about 25 cops busted in. I thought it was a 
joke. They only got four little uppers on Mick, which 
were mine. They also took a big piece of hash out of 
Mick's pocket, thought it was a piece of dirt and put 
it back, They didn’t get the LSD. The drug dealer 
had a whole suitcase-full, wrapped in silver foil, and 
he said they mustn't open any of these packets 
because they would expose the film inside. So they 
didn’t search him, which always made me think he 
was in on it. As for me, I just sat there in my fur rug, 
with no Mars Bar. It's a folk legend, and if people 
want to believe that when the cops walked in there 
was this incredible orgy going on, they will, but get 
it straight. 

—1987 


MADONNA 


Who are your idols? 

My first pop idol was Nancy Sinatra. Go-go boots, 
miniskirt, blond hair, fake eyelashes—she was cool. 
My first movie idol was Marilyn Monroe. The movie 
character I identified with most, though, was Holly 
Golightly. I loved Brigitte Bardot, especially in 
“Contempt.” She kept saying, “Do you love me? Tell 
me what is beautiful about me.” I can relate to that 
totally because I really care about the way I look, I 
wanted to look like Brigitte Bardot. I wanted to 
make my hair blonder and wear pointy bras and go 
out with Roger Vadim. When I was growing up, 1 
was religious, in a passionate, adolescent way. 
Jesus Christ was like a movie star, my favorite idol 
of all. 

—1985 


BRIAN WILSON 


When you went into seclusion, where did you 
go? 

To my room. 

Why? 

Because I had run out of ideas. I had some personal 
problems that zapped me and took me three, four 
years to recover from, 

What did you do in your room all those years? 
Beat off. 

—1976 


MARTY BALIN 


When you left the Jefferson 
Airplane, where did you go? 

Back to the streets. 

What was the street of the 60s? 
Haight-Ashbury. 

Who was the star of the 60s? 

Bill Graham was the star of the 60s. 
He's done more for rock'n'roll than 
anyone. More than any of the 
performers. Because he put on their 
stages for them. And he opened 
doors. In the beginning there was 
great talent, but there were no sound 
systems. No microphones. Graham 
came along and changed it, He made 
the performers a stage. He was what 
Alan Freed was to the 50s. 

Was herpes the disease of the 
60s? 

Is that when it came up? It would be 
a good name for a band. They could 
do 60s material. The Herpes. Once 
you have the disease it never goes 
away. You can't get rid of it. It would 
be a great movie. Photographs of 
sores coming and going. Erotic sores, 
A whole ballet of sores. I can see this 
new singer in the future with herpes 
on his mouth. “Hey, man, look at him. 
He's got his sores back.” His fans 
won't know what to do. The herpes. I 
missed that one. 

—1975 


BRYAN FERRY 


Where would you go on a dream 
date? 

It would be nice if it were a blind 
date, That would have the edge. Or 
with someone you knew a bit about, 
but hadn't actually spoken with 
before, so you had something to think about before 
you went out. And there's nothing wrong with good 
food. You could always start out by going to a good 
restaurant, preferably with just a few other people, 
intimates, just so you can bounce off a few corners 
and you don’t have any of these “oh-hum” sort of 
things. Then, after you've eaten at Maxims, if you 
are in Paris, or Mirabelle in London, then you can go 
to a couple of clubs. You can have a lot of fun in the 
tackiest club if you're with the right people. 
Gradually the part would whittle down and then, 
um, I don’t know. Sometimes it's nice finishing off 
by gambling. I hate losing. Actually, an ideal date 
would be on a cruise ship. Then you have all those 
walking-the-deck routines. I'm just as much a fan of 
low-life as I am of high. It's just the horrible in- 
between things that I can't get into. 

—1976 Continued on page 88 


The legendary KISS 


Get Ready Music Lovers of the 90’s for Angelo Mania ! ! 
A Voice That Compels You to Listen. 
A Stage Performance That Captivates His Audience 
Not Just a Singer / Dancer, A Superstar at 13 


SEEKING WORLD WIDE RECORDING DEAL 
With His FIRST SOLO SINGLE Recorded “DON’T KEEP ME HOLDING ON” 
Produced & Written by LEWIS A. MARTINEE. 


Exclusively Managed by WORLD WIDE ENTERTAINMENT 
D@RRIN MCcGILLIS : (212) 447-1574 or (212) 613-9053 
Watch Out World This Kid’s Serioas ! 


P. S. Fans in Venezuela, ANGELO Sends His Love & Promises A Spanish Album Soon. 
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WORDS FROM THE FRONT 


Everybody's talking about a 
wonder drug from Kenya— 
oral alpha interferon. They 
say it zaps AIDS symptoms 
within weeks. Should you 
believe the hype? 


new drug is all over the news. Even the New 
York Times gave it prominent coverage. Can the 
news from Kenya be true? Can small oral doses 
of the drug alpha interferon eliminate major symp- 
toms of AIDS within weeks? Symptoms including fe- 
ver, fatigue, diarthea, mouth ulcerations, lymph node 
swelling, skin rash and fungal infections? 

Can the drug called Kemron, developed by Kenyan 
scientists, actually cause dramatic improvement in 
immune function as evidenced by a huge rise in the 
number of patients’ CD4 (or T4) lymphocytes, the 
white blood cells that most AIDS scientists claim are 
destroyed by HIV? And can the drug even eradicate 
signs of the virus in some cases? 

Ifthe extraordinary claims for Kemron are on track, 
then it may well become the magical elixir of the AIDS 
era. In fact, Kenyan scientists are hoping they have 
discovered an all-purpose drug that fights viruses, 
bacteria, fungi and some cancers, Can it really be that 
Kemron is not another product of hasty and wishful 
science? 

When Kemron first made headlines last February in 
The Weekly Review, a leading Kenyan newsmaga- 
zine, it was heralded as “a miracle drug against 
AIDS." Dr. Davy Koech and his colleagues at Kenya's 
Medical Research Institute (Kemri) in Nairobi had 
claimed that 99 of 101 patients in advanced stages of 
AIDS were free of all symptoms after eight weeks of 
low-dose, orally administered alpha interferon, and 
that 11 of the 99 were free of HIV antibodies as shown 
on Elisa and Western-blot tests. And in contrast to oth- 
er drug treatments for AIDS, Kemron produced no side 
effects, according to 39-year-old Koech, an immunol- 
ogist and Kemri’s director. 

‘Word of Kemron has since spread widely and con- 
trolled clinical trials are planned in several countries. 
In the US, the Mount Sinai Medical Center in New 
York and the M.D. Anderson Cancer Center in Hous- 
ton, among other centers, will test it. 

Even so, skepticism among AIDS scientists 
abounds. For one thing, scientists are concerned that 
Kemri’s study was uncontrolled, lacking a placebo 
group. (Koech says that it would have been unethical 
to give dying AIDS patients an ineffectual control 
drug, considering Kemron’s potential.) Furthermore, 
the Kenyans can't explain how the treatment actually 


works. They speculate that the drug in wafer form dis- 
solves in the mouth, is absorbed by cells in the mouth 
and throat and stimulates the immune system in some 
unknown way. But this is not saying very much. 

Another point to consider is that the patient's T-4 
counts, before treatment, had a median of more than 
500, which means the patients were relatively healthy 
to begin with, although they did report AIDS-related 
symptoms. The AIDS journal AIDS Treatment News 
speculates, in a recent issue, that the patients may 
have recovered just as fast even if they had had no 
treatment at all. Since there was no control group, it’s 
hard to say. The journal expressed concern that none 
of the African researchers involved have any experi- 
ence with AIDS. 

Interferon treatment is by no means new. Interferon, 
discovered in 1957, is a protein that the body pro- 
duces naturally in three forms: alpha, beta and gam- 
ma. They have been studied for their antiviral 
properties for many years. In AIDS, alpha interferon 
has, for example, been given intravenously to patients 
in huge doses with limited benefit, but side effects 
have often been severe, including nausea and bone 


marrow damage. Little wonder then that miracle-like 
claims for tiny doses of alpha interferon raise eye- 
brows. The too-good-to-be-true claims smack of mag- 
ic crystal quackery. 

Even Koech told a Japanese audience recently that 
he could scarcely believe his own data. He wasn’t 
prepared for the spectacular results. Much of his re- 
search at Kemri has painstakingly focused on inter- 
feron as a potential immune-system booster. Having, 
for example, studied the effects of the protein on leish- 
maniasis, a disfiguring tropical disease, his interests 
turned to AIDS. Then Koech and his colleagues at 
Kemri went on to formulate Kemron. After experi- 
menting with different ways of preparing it and vary- 
ing the doses, they finally settled on a lactose wafer 
holding 150 international units of the drug. A firm in 
Sendai, Japan, was given the task of refining and mass- 
producing the product. 

Meanwhile, some doctors in the US are informally 
testing oral alpha interferon on their patients. Anec- 
dotal accounts give the drug high marks. Some people 
say itis clearing up many of their symptoms and keep- 
ing them alive. But is this the placebo effect in action? 


NOY snjjes0y 


“The Atrican study has been hyped, 
but we have seen vast improvements in 
people,” says Lenny Kaplan of the Peo- 
ple With AIDS (PWA) Health Alliance, 
who have been conducting an informal 
study of the drug. Doctors are adminis- 
teringthe drug and reporting their results 
to the PWA Health Alliance. Kaplan re- 
ports, in the first 50 patients seen, a 
standard rise of both T4 and T8 cells, 
energy increase, weight gain and gener- 
al improvement in well-being. He tells 
of one patient who went from 300 to 900 
T-cells in just four weeks, Another pa- 


and reporter Michael Verney-Elliot. Al- 
though a few journalists have given the 
program and the questions it raises some 
sober, scientific attention, several major 
news outlets have refused to touch the 
story with a stick, “One medical jour- 
nalist called me up and said essentially 
that we were murderers,” says Joan 
Shenton. “‘He said that since our last 
program, we were responsible for many 
deaths. Can you believe that? And all 
we're doing is asking questions.” 
Things changed somewhat after the 
screening, Jad Adams, author of AIDS- 


Kenyan scientists are hoping they have 
discovered an all-purpose drug that fights 
viruses, bacteria, fungi and some cancers. 


tient, in very bad condition, improved 
aftera few weeks of alpha interferon. His 
T-cells increased, and Kaposi Sarcoma 
lesions inside his mouth fell off. Still, Ka~ 
plan estimated that the results the Health 
Alliance had seen were only one-quar- 
terto one-third as exciting as the Kenyan 
study. “But even that,” he says, “is in- 
credibly exciting.”” 

“If it works, it would have tremendous 
implications. It would mean we've dis- 
covered something new about the im- 
mune system,’’ says Dr. Joseph 
Sonnabend, a leading New York AIDS 
doctor and researcher. Adding a note of 
caution, he says, “There is nothing that 
is known in biology that would explain 
this. There is no known mechanism. | 
find it absolutely amazing that people 
would get so excited about this on the 
basis of so little science. It’s a sorry com- 
mentary of where we are in AIDS re- 
search. This will undoubtedly lead to the 
birth of a new treatment underground.” 

Still, Sonnabend, like many of his col- 
leagues, is giving the drug try. “I'm giv- 
ing it to some patients,” he says. “I don’t 
think it can do any harm. It seems to be 
having some effect, but it may be a pla- 
cebo effect. We'll see."" 


—Nicholas Regush 


Controversial AIDS Program Causes 
Stir In Britain 


‘An award winning British documentary 
team has set off a wave of fury with their 
latest program on AIDS, entitled “Dis- 
patches—The AIDS Catch.” The pro- 
aired on Channel Four 
Television in June, attacks the AIDS 
orthodoxy with unprecedented cheek 
by arguing, not just that HIV is not the 
cause of AIDS, but that AIDS is not even 
an infectious disease. 

As soon as the production company, 
Meditel, sent out their press release, and 
before the program was even screened 
by the press and medical authorities, 
their office was besieged with angry 
phone calls for director Joan Shenton 


The HIV Myth, was featured in the pro- 
gram and was at the screening. “It got 
very heated,” he told SPIN, “There was 
a lot of anger, but also some astonishing 
‘comments and admissions. I've always 
said that the health authorities have 
been moving the goal posts with AIDS, 
Well this time they just picked up the 
goal posts and ran off with them. 

“Several ot the health authorities 
present actually said that they'd known 
for years that HIV is not the sole cause of 
AIDS but that the public needed a sim- 
ple message—that HIV= AIDS.” 

The Meditel team are no newcomers 
to the HIV debate. In 1987, with Jad Ad- 
ams as producer, they won the Royal 
Television Society Journalism Award for 
international current affairs for their pro- 
gram “AIDS: The Unheard Voices.’ In 
that program, AIDS rebel Dr. Peter 
Duesberg of the University of California 
at Berkeley argued his case that HIV 
could not be the cause of AIDS. “Al- 
though Professor Duesberg was ostra- 
cised at that time, scientific opinion has 
started to catch up with him,” declares 
Meditel’s press release, which then goes 
(on, most astonishingly: “In this ‘Dis- 
patches’ program Dr. Luc Montagnier of 
the Pasteur Institute in Paris, one of the 
pioneers of early HIV work [he discov- 
ered HIV] says he no longer believes 
HIV alone can cause AIDS. ‘At first we 
thought we had the best candidate to be 
the cause of AIDS,’ he says. But now ‘I 
would agree that HIV by itself or some 
strains of HIV are not sufficient to induce 
AIDS.’” 

Well there it is folks, in plain English. 
Dr. Montagnier is working on various 
mycoplasmas which he believes could 
be the cofactors necessary to trigger 
AIDS. Paraphrasing Dr. Montagnier’s 
candid statements in the program, Joan 
Shenton says, “I was quite surprised. He 
told us, ‘We are still at the beginning of 
AIDS research. If we had discovered the 
cause of AIDS, we would have been 
able to cure it, and we haven't.’ ” 


—Celia Farber 
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Sonic Youth 
Goo 
Geffen 


“Here it comes again out of the rain 
Seems to have a new kind of same.” 
—from “Disappearer” 
lyrics by Thurston Moore 


onic Youth was my favorite new 

band for years before | ever heard 
them, just for their name. Then when | 
saw and heard them their name got even 
better. Their presence and sound gave it 
a suavity, brains, sex appeal . . . Sonic 
Youth. Cool. These are four white kids 
whose emotions are interesting and who 


NSS 


Sonic Youth (I-r): Lee Ranaldo, Steve Shelley, Kim Gor 


know how to make a noise similar 
enough to real life of the moment—but 
intensified and stroked and given a beat 
such a way—that you also get a little 
beautiful relief from it, or at least a little 
support. Their music is alot like weather 
catastrophes (the sun comes up, etc.) at 
their most thrilling, 

Of course, this group is pretty well 
known by now. In so many ways their 
habitat, New York, doesn’t seem like 
part of America, but Madonna had per- 
fect NY credentials, too (see Ciccone 


Youth, another SY atrocity). Sonic Youth 
have all the qualifications for mass pop- 
ularity that U2 do, plus being funny and 
unpretentious. Though | think ZZ Top is 
more the class of band whose shoes 
they'd like to fill, whose tracks they'd 
like to cover, all across the USA, wind- 
ing their way up the charts. ... But 
there's room in their hearts, too, for Ka- 
ren Carpenter. In one of the best songs 
‘on Goo, Kim sings in the persona of Ka- 
ren arriving in heaven (“Dreaming of 
how it's supposed to be. . . . Hello Janis, 
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Elvis"). They've always incorporated 
into their songs whatever penetrated 
their attention spans that day. They don’t 
try to play pop stars but remain with us 
down here in the torrents of electrons. 

Daydream Nation was the album | 
played most last year. A friend of mine, 
hearing it at my house one day, sur- 
prised me by wanting to turn it off be- 
cause it was “sad.” | suppose | know 
what he meant, but that sadness isn’t 
something that makes me feel unhappy; 
it makes me feel good, It sounds the way 
the world is. As a matter of fact, all the 
three or four other great double al- 
bums—Blonde on Blonde, Exile on 
Main Street, 1969 (the Velvet Under- 
ground in Texas), London Calling—also 
have that edge of weariness, of strong 
emotions recollected in noise, only 
pointless blizzards of which seem able 
to approximate the way feelings feel 
these days. Or at least it takes storms of 
it—storms so overwhelming that they 
become almost tranquil, serene, de- 
tached, “sad’”—to muster the power 
necessary for a feeling to arise from the 
strew, the babble, the rubble of present- 
day normal life. Plus it’s funny. 

I’ve always liked Sonic Youth songs 
more without knowing the lyrics but just 
catching snatches of lines and phrases 
and misheard words. Music is emotion, 
not thought or ideas. A lot of people in 
the underground-network music world 
that this band comes from make the mis- 
take of trying to think too hard, and out 
of a kind of misplaced snobbery, bands 
like Sonic Youth or, say, the Replace- 
ments, get put down for becoming more 
polished or writing more conventional 
songs five or six records into their ca- 
reers (the same thing happened with the 
Velvet's Loaded), especially if they sign 
with a powerful label. It’s true that Sonic 
Youth have become more formularized, 
but | like their formula and you can hear 


its origins, its amorphous first state, on 
early records. You can see how it grew 
from there, and | think it’s endearing the 
way they've come to psychedelic music 
from the other direction (relentless, ob- 
noxious, kitschy, crude, New York rack- 
et), To the point where Go's sound 
most resembles late 60s psychedelic 
bands. Vanilla Fudge, Iron Butterfly, 
Spirit... . "Journey to the Center of Your 
Mind. 

| don’t think it’s selling out; it’s just 
where their development took them. I'm 
sure that it will take them elsewhere 
soon. 

Goo is not that much of a departure 
from the group's most recent records. It’s 
not quite as good, either—but the stand- 
ard they've set is high, and there are 
songs on this album you don’t want to 
miss. Sonic Youth are really great, and 
this record is no exception. 


—Richard Hell 


Soul Il Soul 
Vol. 11:1990 A New Decade 
Virgin 


M ost people saw disco as a commer- 
cial sell-out, until recently. Soul It 
Soul have made it into an art movement. 

For all the brilliance of Public En- 
emy’s latest, Soul II Soul is more suc- 
cessful at creating a self-sustaining 
aesthetic. In cultural terms, nothing is 
more important than lifestyle—it means 
that ideals are enacted and lived. 

Soul II Soul’s message is positive, but 
ina sly, critical way. New age is soft; it 
challenges nothing. Soul I! Soul's har- 
mony, though, works because it is part 
of a movement defined in adversity to 
racism, materialism and Britain's at- 
tempts to regulate parties, The under- 
ground club scene's party line is dance 


music. This is expressed perfectly in 
“Get A Life.” The mellow, satisfied rap 
explains the title's imperative: “Imple- 
ment your ideas, put them in motion 

Be an asset to the collective,” while a 
child chorus nags “What's the meaning 
of life?” and Marcia Lewis's voice soars 
over the classical-sounding synth 
oceans, “Let your body take control.” 
The scratchy bell beat, snaking bass 
lines and African percussion of the 50- 
second intro to “1990 A New Decade” 
is mesmerizing, especially when it 
meets the Andreas Vollenweider 
background 


Jazzie B.'s hallway 


The best hooks come in “People,” an 
interpretation of urban life in the Soul II 
Soul style—bright, lively and melodic. 
The clean piano sound goes perfectly 
with the vocals, “Spreading joy and love 
throughout the land / Lend a hand.” In a 
stylized way, Jazzie B. is completely se- 
rious. Hip hop broadly understood 
seems to have found itself as a reaction 
against the last movement with coher- 
ence and cultural purpose—punk 


—Nathaniel Wice 


Big Dipper 
Slam 
Epic 


s craftsmen—theoreticians, even— 

Big Dipper are beyond reproach. 
Their chosen palette on major label de- 
but Slam is strictly left of the dial (jan- 
gling “axes,” quirky, undanceable 
dance rhythms and naggingly memora- 
ble choruses abound) and they wield it 
to perfection. What's missing, however, 
is emotional involvement. 

The bulk of Slam is nonetheless more 
than attractive; the breathily melanchol- 
ic “Baby Blue” slow-dances but inches 
from Chris Stamey's more ethereal 
work. “Another Life” is more jaunty—a 
bracing jigger of Talking Heads ‘77 art- 
funk, no chaser. And the title track 
spikes the same Heady brew with a tren- 
cherman’s dose of liquid a 

Their detachment coats most every- 
thing with a nigh-impenetrable veneer 
of loopy, collegiate non-specificity, 
which can be endearing. You'll no 
doubt spend hours trying to decide if 
“Love Barge’ is an NAAFA-commis- 
sioned paean to pursuing the “bounty” 
that awaits ‘neath that Lane Bryant muu- 
muu, or a bite of advertainment trumpet- 
ing the latest in floating brothel bargains. 
Not to spoil the fun, but seeing how 
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“Picnic” namechecks all four Bangles, 
it's safe to wager on the former. 

‘And while there are times—most glar- 
ingly on their halting, flat cover of “All 
The Way From Memphis—when it’s 
painfully obvious that Big Dipper are 
phonetically parroting a foreign tongue, 
Slam offers performance breadth (if not 
depth) aplenty. Besides which, itll keep 
you guessing as to just how they'll greet 
that first post-mod Grammy; with “you 
really like us"” speech at the ready, or 
with a proxy refusal, protesting the con- 
tinued mistreatment of the Red Sox. 
Here's hoping it’s the latter. 


—David Sprague 


Lloyd Cole 
Lloyd Cole 
Capitol 


he most meaningful moment on 
Loyd Cole’s great new record 
comes at the end of “Loveless,” a gran- 
diose, earnest and pretty much unlisten- 
able ballad. As the keyboards fade, you 
hear an aluminum can drop to the floor 
and rattle. Surely this isn’t Lloyd Cole, 
boho brainthrob, black-clad_zimmer- 
dweeb, our beloved Lloyd “Amaretto di 
Cole’ drinking suds? Out of a can? Well, 
this isn’t the same old Lloyd. Sure, the 
songwriting is delicately melodic, re- 
lentlessly mid-tempo, with that inimita- 
ble Lloyd Cole grumble over lyrics like 
“I's raining on Bleecker Street / From 
my heart down to my feet.” But Lloyd's 
sounding all tired out with the singer- 
songwriter schtick. The boho references 
in the songwriting are all sad and sorry, 
compromised. It’s as ifhe’s not so sure of 
his outsider status, like maybe all he has 
to show for his arty deviance is just an- 
other social function. 
Maybe that’s why, although this “solo 
debut” is Lloyd’s first LP without his 


band the Commotions, it’s his first that 
sounds like an ensemble effort. He’s as- 
sembled a crack bunch of sidekicks who 
really make his newer, fresher tunes 
breathe. Fred Maher, of Scritti/Material- 
/Lou Reed fame, pumps with relentless 
drum vigor. And Richard Hell/Lou Reed 
axeman Robert Quine makes his guitar 
clear its throat, sob and spit. On “To the 
Church,” Quine feeds Pour Down Like 
Silver licks through the shredder while 
Cole's vocals struggle to keep up. Con- 
sidering the tense bile Quine and Maher 
worked up in 1984 on their own Basic, 
Matthew Sweet's hearty strumming not 
only holds its own but adds something 
cheerier, So when the songwriting is up 
to the jamming, as on “Don’t Look 
Back" or the marvelous “Undressed,” 
you've got a new Lloyd Cole sound. Still 
snide, but a little more grown up, a little 
more nasty. 


—Robert Sheffield 


Lloyd Cole, sans amaretto 


Pussy Galore 
Historia De La Musica Rock 
Caroline 


U nlike the thousands of scab-kneed 
adolescents who through power, 
speed and concern sought their Exodus 
from the misaligned principles of subur- 
ban life in the early to mid-80s, Pussy 
Galore stood outside with little more 


2 PUSSYGALORE < 


than four-letter expletives and broken 
guitars, not to mention money and bad 
attitudes. The mere fact that here at the 
outset of the 90s Pussy Galore stand with 
authority on the rock'n'roll tradition, 
while those scab-kneed kids line college 
campuses looking to reinterpret the 
meaning of their lives, proves that with 
an education you will succeed in this 
glorious land we call America. 

While it was plainly obvious to all 
who heard them that Pussy Galore 
couldn't play their instruments or sing 
their songs, it was also obvious that Pus- 
sy Galore were trying to reinterpret our 
culture, handing it back to us in more 
extreme terms. Their LP covers looked 
and felt good. Their song titles made oth- 
erbands jealous that they hadn't thought 
of such genius theories as “Pretty Fuck 
Look” or “Pussy Stomp.” College Djs 
foamed at the mouth over the opportuni- 
ty to say the name Pussy Galore over the 
airwaves, as if by saying it all the bad shit 
would go away. A classic case of style 
‘over substance. A perfect companion to 
the Reagan 80s. 

Now I know, when you go to put the 
record on mean noises and stuff leak 
‘out, but on Historia De La Musica Rock, 
the noises are friendlier than before 
They're progressing faster than Jandek in 
the “No, we really can play our instru- 
ments” category, and once again deft 
song titles make ‘em a sure shot for those 
of us with holes in our jeans but no scabs 
on our knees, We can have our bad atti- 
tude with “Revolution Summer’ or our 
drunken blues fit with “Little Red Roost- 
er,” and we can tell our girlfriends to 
stop yankin’ our chains with “Don't 
Jones Me."’ The nihilistic phoney-balo- 
ney fuzz of the 80s continues. We don’t 
want a kinder, gentler, better anything. 
We wanna sleep (er, uh, rock). 


—Rob O'Connor 
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The Sidewinders are packing 
their trademark guitar sounds 
and raw energy into their new 

album, “Auntie Ramos’ Pool 


Hall!” Featuring “We Don't Do 


Sara's Not 


That Anymore 
Sober” and “If 1 Can't Have You.” 


Produced by Pat Collier. 
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Chante Finest 


Life is too short for boring 
music. Berlin's Plan B have an 
energy and live delivery that 
generate Alternative rock which 
cannot be ignored. The time 
has come to switch to Plan B. 
“The Greenhouse Effect,’ their 
RCA Records debut album 
featuring ‘‘Discontentment,’ 
“Run For Cover,” and “Beam 


Me Up, Scotty!” 


Make your move. 


Pretenders 
Packed! 
Sire 


Il wound up, Chrissie Hynde zig- 

zags over rocky emotional terrain 
on Packed! The great Pretender offers 
nothing new, simply restating the com- 
plexities of love, passion and anger to a 
crackling guitar-band beat. You may be 
surprised, however, at the subtle ferocity 
Hynde displays in turning nice pop 
tunes into prickly confessions. 

Producer hell Froom (Crowded 
House) fashions a smooth, radio-friend- 
ly product out of the poised vocals and 
sleek melodies, but avoids high gloss, 
knowing the real story lies just behind 
the facade. Sweet singing enfolds frayed 
nerves, tough licks mask desperate 
yearning, and gorgeous arrangements 
hint at the romantic devotion that can 
spawn bitter disappointment, When 
Hynde belts out the searing “No Guar- 
antee,”” she means it: uncertainty and 
ambivalence give Packed! a compelling 
resonance. 

Connoisseurs of vitriol should note 
Hynde can still snarl with the best of 
‘em, especially on “Downtown (Ak- 
ron),” a nasty thumper, and “Hold a 
Candle to This,” which targets hunters, 
fur-wearers and other creeps. Else- 
where, she’s more vulnerable. The 
shimmering “Never Do That” finds 
Hynde struggling to be a compliant 
lover, without success. Likewise, “Sense 
of Purpose” balances self-sufficient 
pride against burning desire for Mr. 
Right; although she claims to be “out- 
classed,’’ you'd be crazy to take her at 
face value. Cowritten with Johnny Marr 
(who doesn’t play on the LP), “When 
Will | See You?” epitomizes the bitter- 
sweet longing that’s been a Pretenders 
staple since “Brass in Pocket.” While 
the dreamy textures suggest the comfort- 
ing warmth of Fleetwood Mac, Hynde 
seems trapped in impossible wishes, 
unsatisfied. 


DF/Outline 


Chrissie Hynde 


If the Pretenders stopped being a real 
band long ago, the hired hands still ex- 
cel at the usual brew of sparkling folk- 
rock and slick rave-ups, thanksin part to 
old pals like slammin’ drummer Blair 
Cunningham and guitarist deluxe Billy 
Bremner. The boss herself stumbles only 
ona flat cover of Jimi Hendrix's “May 
This Be Love.”’ There's no way this edgy 
control freak can recapture the original's 
sultry cannabis haze. Otherwise, Chris- 
sie Hynde makes powerful soul music 
from the zone between joy and sorrow, 
where anticipation, not fulfillment, 
rules. 


—Jon Young 


Frightwig 
Phone Sexy 
Boner 


Bomb 
Happy All The Time 
Boner 


Fis and Bomb aremonstrously 
playful San Franciscan post-post- 
post hardcore trios, meaning they'd be 
more properly termed “weird hard 
rock.” Frightwig are all gals who go for 
the throat, Bomb are guys with artistic 
aspirations. Of course, both groups were 
named after Three Stooges props. 


The cover art to Frightwig's Phone 
Sexy (lipstuck mouth biting telephone 
receiver in half) will make some guys 
flinch. Though Frightwig are known for 
cynical dramatizations of male-female 
relations, this time Deanna Ashley, Re- 
becca T and borrowed drummer Lynn 
Perko (Sister Double Happiness) are 
mostly concerned with the economics 
of the battle of the sexes. “I Support 
You’ posits a world where Frightwig 
‘outsell Guns N’ Roses and can shove 
parasitic boyfriends away with a jeerful 
“1 own you and | always will.” In 
“A.M.X. '89" our heroines’ American 
Express “checkies”’ are stolen by a West 
German speed-freak named Eddy. With 
a handful of chords and an attitude, 
Frightwig achieve remarkable forward 
motion throughout. Swingy, strutting 
tempos help, but the uniformly loud, 
wall-of-wig production by Redd Kross 
hunks Steve and Jeff McDonald is the 
crowning touch 

Where Frightwig slap'n’tickle, Bomb 
want to reroute your corpus callosum. 
Last time out, on Hits of Acid, they tried 
too hard to be weird, with pro-incest 


sentiments and knotty riffing obscuring 
their very real melodic skills. For Happy 
All The Time, Bomb reel out long, per- 
cussive, bass-heavy jams, fit for dancing 
but fortified with screaming slide guitar 
and ambiguous lyrics. The first words 
outta singer/bassist. Michael Dean's 
mouth are “I'm happy all the time,” but 
as he repeats the line, mantralike, over 
the termite-chew riff, frightful new defi- 
nitions of “happy” take shape. Dean’s 
narcotic, ironic voice is fundamental to 
these songs’ success. For a moment on 
“Bigger Than Fun,” he resembles a 
straining Peter Gabriel. Likewise, the 
music occasionally touches a recogniz- 
able base, most notably on “Lucy in the 
Sky with Desi,” which comes off as the 
better-adjusted-kid-brother version of 
Pink Floyd's old homicidally bent “One 
of These Days.” 

Were Bomb on drugs during the 
earthquake? Have Frightwig met Don- 
ald Trump yet? “Boner Records” — 
whose idea was that? And which of the 
Three Stooges was Iggy? 


—Tom Nordlie 


Unrest 
Kustom Karnal 
Blackxploitation 
Caroline 


Le’ ve identified an insurmount- 
able conflict between myself and 
apologists for what's left of the “rock un- 
derground”’: indie fans still consider 
their music’s lack of financial ambition 
an inherent virtue, signifying pure un- 
tainted integrity. But where | come from, 
rock’n’roll that doesn’t sound like it 
wants to own the whole world is a waste 
of time. So when I call Unrest’s Kustom 
Karnal Blackxploitation the niftiest in- 
die-label post-punk I've set my ears to 
since Death of Samantha's 1988 Where 
The Women Wear The Glory And The 
Men Wear The Pants, it’s a great big 
backhanded compliment: bottom line 
is, this poppy DC shardcore squad’s 
vague variety-ism feels way too meek. 
And in David Lee Roth’s immortal 
words, the meek shall inherit shit. 
Supposedly “DIY” is Unrest’s whole 
raison d'etre (their debut 45 was ““So 
You Want To Be A Rock And Roll Star” 
gone “ironic”), but | like ‘em okay any- 
how. Mark E. Robinson's got more to say 
than Mark E, Smith these days (though as. 
with Smith’s Fall, Robinson’s Unrest is 


whoever Mark E. happens to be hanging 
with any given week), and he mixes up 
sounds and mines wordplay with the 
best of ‘em, which in indie terms makes 
him quite the comer. Like most not- 
merely-boring collegiate/garage prod- 
uct at this late stage, Unrest’s third 
album links a whole bunch of disparate 
fragments and fleeting ideas into a tenta- 
tive and largely incoherent whole—the 
opening ball of bombast works a pun on 
“invoking” (like, talking to God, man) 
and “‘info king” (what you need to be to 
own the world anymore); feedback ac- 
cumulates atop classical themes, lovely 
new age melodies counter pigfuck strut 
in a maybe-pro/maybe-anti suicide 
song. Big brutal guitars, crummy rhythm, 
section, stolen TV voices: the usual. 

Parts of KKB remind me of music | 
used to like a lot by Wire, David Johan- 
sen, Sonic Youth and the Angry Sa- 
moans, and there are Gregorian chants 
and “Shaft” basslines now and then. | 
suppose that’s why I listen. None of it 
“excites’’ me as much as its cover, a pic- 
ture of a cute punk-rock girl who might 
be a boy. The record tries hard not to be 
a big deal, and succeeds. 


—Chuck Eddy 


THE INTERNATIONALE 
BILLY BRAGG 
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Wearing his wire cutters on his sleeve, Billy Bragg 
re-writes “The Internationale” and records it with a 
brass band and choir from South Wales. This 7-song 
EP also includes “| Dreamed | Saw Phil Ochs Last Night)” 
"The Marching Song of the Covert Battalions,” “Blake's Jerusalem, 
“Nicaragua, Nicaraguita,” “The Red Flag” and 
“My Youngest Son Came Home Today: 


a 


~ 


Music for the masses, priced for the proleteriat 


Elektra 


On Elektra Cassettes and Compact Discs 


1990 Eth En 


@ RECORD LIKE THIS . 
ONLY COMES ALONG ONCE . 
EVERY THOUSAND YEARS 


SEZSPSZ 


FEATURING ‘DON'T BREAK MY HEART! 
“WE'LL HAVE POWER’ AND THE 
ANTHEM FOR THE 1990’S, DON'T PUSA ME 


ON IN-EFFECT CASSETTE. LP. AND SPECIALLY-PRICED CD 


Urban Dance Squad 
Mental Floss For the Globe 
Arista 


A in’t no way pen and paper can con- 
vey the wallop of Urban Dance 
Squad. Gyat Damn! Menacing, urgent, 
angry and powerful, this shit places 
Hendrix in the post-punk world where 
hip hop rules. This is heavy shit, mother- 
fucker, the most now music I've heard 
since rap’s explosion. Mental Floss For 
the Globe is a history lesson in the pres- 
ent, but not as a lyric thing with particu- 
larly incisive or political words. It's the 
music! Drawing less from funk than 
rock, with an equal nod to the hip hop 
nation, Mental Floss combines powerful 
elements from different cultures into one 
stinging shazam that cannot be ignored. 

The guitar that opens “Prayer For My 
Demo" carries all the energy and weight 
Jimi brought to “Purple Haze.” Rude- 
boy's vocals creep out of nowhere, like a 
mugger on the street, like a last gasp of 
hope. “No Kid'" is completely different, 
Tres Manos's steel guitar suggesting an 
urban 90s Allman Brothers. Sampling is 
used originally: the horns and vocals at 
the end of “Deeper Shade of Soul” are 
cut up for punctuation, making not only 
the sample but the act of sampling a part 
of the song. Mr. DNA’s effects, layered 
throughout, give a Ministry-ish edge to 
the whole trip. 

While basically unimportant in terms 
of the recorded music, UDS’s rhythm 
section is live, a real hip hop band. They 
hail from the Netherlands, and it may be 
their long-distance perspective that al- 
lows them to incorporate so many seem- 
ingly dissimilar elements into one 
powerful fist. UDS has earned a position 
at the spearhead of the hip hop globe. 


—Robert Gordon 


The Dirty Dozen Brass 
Band 

The New Orleans Album 
Columbia 


ven though the Dirty Dozen Brass 

Band's marching-brass-band format 
is inherently comy, this New Orleans 
octet is anything but stuffy. Indeed, the 
Dirty Dozen are the NRBQ of N’awlins 
jazz. Armed with six horns (one played 
by the amazing Kirk Josephs, the James 


Jamerson of the sousaphone tuba), two 
drums and an affectionate appreciation 
for life's absurdities, they concoct a 
wondrous hodgepodge of blues, bebop 
and propulsive hyperspace funk. 

On a good night, the Dirty Dozen’s 
live show is an awesome sight—a seam- 
less web of goofball musicology encom- 
passing everything from Thelonious 
Monk to cartoon-show theme songs, all 
backed up with those relentless second- 
line polyrhythms. But such hybrid vigor 
generally works better in a bar than in 
one's living room, and the group's re- 
cords can be frustratingly erratic. 

The New Orleans Album is ostensibly 
a Crescent City Tribute along the lines of 
Dr. John’s landmark 1972 album, Gum- 
bo. But, bless their hearts, the Dirty Doz- 
en just couldn’t manage anything so 
puritanical. it doesn’t quite hang togeth- 
er, but dawgone if this ain't a ton o' fun. 

‘On the downside are original compo- 
sitions like “Hannibal,” "Song for 
Bobe” and “Snowball,” which are per- 
fectly acceptable if alarmingly ho-hum. 
‘And even the amazing rhythmic wizard- 
ry of the aforementioned Mr. Josephs 
isn’t enough to save “Me Like It Like 
That,” an ill-advised foray into Caribbe- 
an funk. 


The New Orleans Album gets interest- 
ing when the Dirty Dozen team up with 
their invited guests to desecrate some 
New Orleans standards in their own in- 
imitable style. Adding an appropriately 
lecherous vocal to “Don’t You Feel My 
Leg” is Danny Barker, a veteran of Louis 
Armstrong's band. Elvis Costello con- 
tributes an almost unrecognizable 
lounge-lizard cameo vocal to Dave 
Bartholomew’s “That's How You Got 
Killed Before,” while Bartholomew 
himself (Fats Domino’s long-time band- 
leader) narrates the evolutionary fable 
“The Monkey Speaks His Mind.” 

“Kidd Jordan Second Line” serves as a 
fitting album-closing coda—a song 
drawn straight from an uptempo New 
Orleans funeral procession on the way 
back from the cemetery. It is alive. 


—David Menconi 


Next to Nothing 
Nation/Venture 


cotsy Collins, Pil, Golden Palo- 

minos, Blood Ulmer, Swans, Afrika 
Bambaataa: Nicky Skopelitis has played 
with them all. So before | even listened 
to his first solo album, Next to Nothing, | 
figured he could play guitar. But it’s 
1990—and we all know by now that 
technique alone doesn’t guarantee 
much in pop music. 

Rest assured, Nicky has more soul 
than your average whitebread fusion 
guitarist. And if he doesn’t exhibit quite 
the delirious frenzy of some of the peo- 
ple he’s strummed for in the past, he sub- 


stitutes a subdued passion that works 
pretty well. Theall-instrumental CD tan- 
gles up the funk, jazz and rock he’s done 
in the past and shakes them out onto a 
bunch of jams with collaborators like 
drummer Ginger Baker, bassist and pro- 
ducer Bill Laswell and Fred Frith (on 
violin, changing axes to let Nicky take 
the guitar solo spot). 

“Shotgun News” is more than a little 
reminiscent of the work of another 
jazzed-up white boy, Van Morrison cir- 
ca Astral Weeks—strings and all. “Al- 
tai,” exotic name aside, is just weirdo 
hillbilly music. “Omens” is the sound 
track for a Clint Eastwood gunfight from 
an unmade Sergio Leone movie. These 
songs, even at their loudest and most 
menacing, are delicate, almost crystal- 
line, all the facets placed just so: Skope- 
litis may have a layer of slide guitar, one 
of more traditional soloing, strings and 
percussion sometimes lurking in the 
background, sometimes moving to the 
fore. Yet there are somehow moments, 
those instants when everything is about 
to fall apart, when only spit, glue and a 
beat are holding the band together. Un- 
like many who have dipped their limbs 
simultaneously into the waters of rock, 
jazz and funk, Nicky finds those mo- 
ments and saves them on CD. 


—Andrew Jaffe 


Little Sutty’s Quest for Music 
by Mark Blackwell 
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ANOTHER 
SEASON” 

the 
new album 
from 
one of 
rock's 
most 
accomplished 
songwriters. 
Featuring 
“PLL BE YOUR 
CHAUFFEUR” 
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From the makers of Jack Daniels... 


The Gunbunnies 
Paw Paw Patch 
Virgin 


Human Radio 
Human Radio 


Columbia 


Neighborhood Texture 
Jam 

Neighborhood Texture Jam 
Feralette 


I m always miffed when people ask me 
if there's anything besides country 
music in Memphis. Country music?! The 
more educated question, but one which 
would also get me miffed, is whether 
there’s anything but blues around here. 
Three new rock debuts indicate not only 
an active rock/pop scene, but diversity 
within it. 

The Gunbunnies won one of the na- 
tional “best unsigned band’ contests in 
1989, landing them on Virgin and result- 
ing in Paw Paw Patch, an album with 
op songs smooth enough to capture an 
adventurous VH-1 audience, but quirky 
‘enough to excite late night MTV view- 
ers. The Beatles-esque photo of the band 
inside the CD jacket is as right as the 
R.E.M.-ish cover. Songwriter Chris Max- 


80 


well has penned material that both cele- 
brates and belies his youth: the 
approach is fresh, whether it stems from 
bravery or naiveté, “Break My Fall’ is a 
quiet little rhinestone, hidden among 
pop jewels like “Stranded” and “Down 
In The Dark.”” Produced by Jim Dickin- 
son, the music is crisp and complex; the 
acoustic guitars, when present, aren't 
buried by the electric; a trumpet blows 
eerily on “The Killing Frost;” on 
“Stranded” there's a sitar. This from a 
band that plays barefoot and hails from 
Little Rock, Arkansas! Ina field of apples 
and lemons, the Gunbunnies have culti- 
vated a paw paw patch distinctly their 
‘own 

Human Radio, on the other hand, has 
plowed the orchard and grown their 
own hybrid tree. Merging elements as 
diverse as Zappa (lyrics) and Rundgren 
(music), this Columbia debut follows a 
unique path to pop radio. Weird and 
clever might both be apt descriptions. 
Political too, though it’s politics lite: 
“Another Planet” takes on the general 
pollution problem; it’s our bad attitude 
in “| Don’t Want To Know." Human Ra- 
dio hits its mark with pure pop, like 
“These Are The Days,” a silly song with 
great hooks and, charmingly, too many 
syllables in most lines. The violin and 
guitar claim their space in “Day: 
erwise the album tends to be keyboard 
heavy. A stylistic triumph, Human Radio 


moves easily from pop to funk to rock, 
never leaving the confines of accessible, 
commercial radio potential 

Neighborhood Texture Jam set the 
farm on fire and cooked Vienna sau- 
sages on the flames. After several years 
of beating on trash can tops, breaking 
glass and throwing chairs across clubs 
“to incorporate that unique sound," 
Neighborhood Texture Jam has jelled 
into a tight, rhythmic, hard rocking unit. 
Though the textures tend toward the 
more conventional percussion instru- 
ments these days, the group manages an 
unusual aural attack. Harnessing the en- 
ergy of early punk bands like Shrapnel 
and the Pistols, NTJ does not sacrifice 
rhythm, melody or song. They're pissed 
off, and they're listenable. They take on 
imperialism (“Don’t Get Loud With Me, 
Bitch’), hang out with bikers (‘Bikers’) 
and make fun of suburbia (“You're a 
special person / You're unique / You're 
an employee in a small boutique.”) 
Beautifully packaged with lyrics and 
complementing photos, this disc reveals 
an intelligent band that has studied the 
past but is looking toward the future. It’s 
heavy shit. (Feralette Records, 2012 
West End Avenue, Nashville, TN 37203) 

Yeah, there’s country music in Mem- 
phis, but that ain’t scratching the sur- 
face, pal. 


—Robert Gordon 
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Van Morrison 


an Morrison is a complex rock star. 
Yes, he's had his string of three-min- 
ute bops (“Brown-Eyed Girl,” “Do- 
mino,” “Wild Night”), and for those 
interested, “The Best of Van Morrison,’ 
PolyGram’s new 20-song CD (18 on the 
cassette) collects most of them (some- 
how missing “Wavelength”). But Van, 
immediately after dissolving Them—his 
vastly underrated 60s R&B band, which 
by the second LP was really a bunch of 
studio musicians (jimmy Page among 
them) with Van in front—set out to do 
what Keith Richards claimed the Stones 
were doing with last year’s tour: help 
rock'n'roll music grow up. 
It sounds like a bad idea, But in the 
right hands, with enough intelligence 


Paul Slattery/Retno Li. 


and instinct, it can work wonders. If Bob 
Dylan, the first adult rock star, attempted 
to “free man by rescuing man from 
meaning, rather than free man through 
meaning," as Richard Meltzer wrote, 
then Van Morrison rescued man from 
meaning through the power of his voice. 
Taking from Ray Charles, jazz-scatters 
and Hank Williams, Morrison shot his 
mouth off, giving every inflection grav- 
er meaning than any word could. 

His first solo release, Blowin’ Your 
Mind (1967), perfectly represents the 
contrary forces Van would struggle with 
again and again. It contains both pop hit 
“Brown-Eyed Girl" (which Van dis- 
missed as a “pop” record determined by 
the way his producer, the late Bert 
Berns, arranged it) and the nearly 10- 
minute “T.B. Sheets,” where, in the tra- 
dition of the blues, Van watches a loved 
‘one die while the air around him grows 
‘oppressively heavy. He sings “I gotta go, 
| gotta go baby” with the conviction of a 
man who's seen too much. 

With that heaviness in mind, Van 
walked away from the blues to do what 
every artist destined for greatness does: 
create his own inimitable style. 

Astral Weeks (1968) is one of the most 
startling records of all time. A rock al- 
bum only in spirit, more an amalgam of 
roots (blues, Gaelic mourning, jazz) and 
vision (Morrison's soaring, dynamic 
voice and sometimes impenetrable, 
sometimes novelistic lyrics), stronger in 


concept than Sgt. Pepper, but still not a 
concept, Weeks follows a life from spir- 
itual awakening to nostalgia to death in 
47 minutes, taking snapshots of gor- 
geous 14-year-olds, old decrepit drag 
queens and graceful, dying ballerinas in 
the balance. Like the definitive work that 
itis, it both screwed up Van's career and 
made his reputation. He would never 
again touch it. 

Albums like Moondance (1970), with 
its heartfelt “Crazy Love” and sweet 
spring shower of ‘Brand New Day,” His 
Band and Street Choir (1970), with the 
giddy ‘Blue Money” and drifting Street 
Choir” and Tupelo Honey (1971), with 
the rockin’ “Wild Night’ and too-sweet- 
to-be-believed title track, all present a 
man with a complete knowledge of his 
artistic maturity, but unable to give it 
focus. 

It’s a cliché to say that only when an 


artist is unhappy can he create powerful 
art. Nonetheless, in the torment there is 
a rage that zeroes in on something inter- 
nal, Van proved it when his marriage to 
Janet Planet ended after Tupelo Honey 
and he recorded St. Dominic's Preview 
(1972), which placed him in the role of a 
lost soul seeking redemption, an old but 
powerful idea and one he rode home 
with “Almost Independence Day,’” “Lis- 
ten to the Lion’ and the title track, where 
he sings: “You got everything in the 
world you ever wanted.” You feel the 
hurt, the human desire to want every- 
thing and hate anyone who has it. 
Veedon Fleece (1974) came as a sort 
of compromise, a pastoral, ultimately 
beautiful statement from a man caught 
in the spotlight but wanting only peace. 
(His live shows are infamous for their 
moodiness, their ambivalence to either 
go into the mystic or go home). His later 


LPs might seem more successful in ac- 
cepting a more peaceful self, but here 
are the seeds: “You Don't Pull No 
Punches, You Don't Push the River,’ 
Take it from the man who's tried 

After the lukewarm success of Fleece 
(critics were unsure, the public uninter- 
ested), Van recorded an LP, junked it, 
took moral inventory, recorded a less 
than exciting LP with Dr. John (the tell- 
ing A Period of Transition, 1977), did the 
commercially charged Wavelength 
(1978), found religion and made Into the 
Music (1979) and Common One (1980), 
two records that found Van chasing the 
spiritual through the erotic. He sings 
about “backstreet jelly roll” in And the 
Healing Has Begun,” making reference 
to 1967's “He Ain't Give You None,” as 
if his career had come full circle. Per- 
haps it had. 

While Van still sold records in re- 
spectable numbers, to say that people 
were listening is to credit his cult. He 
continued this way into the 80s, record- 
ing inspired LPs (Poetic Champions 
Compose, 1987, Irish Heartbeat, 1988) 
and spottier ones (A Sense of Wonder, 
1984, Avalon Sunset, 1989), still able to 
free you with his voice, the lone wolf 
howling into the night; it’s always al- 
most Independence Day, because if it 
ever really came, Van could stop push- 
ing and it wouldn't be liberty at all. 


—Rob O'Connor 
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Our very own, very special 
recipe for sippin’ Jack Daniel's 
in the summertime. 
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“Galaxie 500 can leave you 
feeling as though you’ve been 
staring at a grid of Warhol 
electric chairs.” 

—N.Y. Times 


GALAXIE 500 


Galaxie 500 TODAY 


* 


GALAXIE 500 
ON FIRE 


ROUGH sees nt 
TRADE 11 rstny sate 81 ew tn 1012 


Coming soon. the fist Galaxie 00 
album Today; finally available on cassette 
and compact die. Both albums 
produced and engineered by Kramer. 


MATERIAL 


Seven Souls 


. the music of BILL LASWELL 


reaturine the voice of WILLIAM S. BURROUGH 
NEED WE SAY MORE? 


ON VIRGIN CO AND CASSEPTES, 


AVAILANLE WHEREVER MUSIC IS SOLD. 


underground 


Bailter Space, SPUD, The Bats, Chris 


Knox, This Kind of 
Peter Gutterid 


Punishment, Dead C, 
ge, The Axemen 


Column by Byron Coley 


y physical setting this month is 
M a bit more swank than it was 

last time out. Nearing the end 
of two months roaming around 
Australia and New Zealand, your 
humble correspondent is slumped near 
the bar at Dick’s Place on an island a 
few miles off the coast of Fiji. A cool, 
sweat-dappled bottle of Fiji Bitters lies 
at arm’s length, and I'm fingering a 
Walkman and a pile of cassettes 
released by some of New Zealand's 
finest. And, as anyone familiar with the 
underground musical chaw of our era 
will attest, New Zealand's finest are 
very choice indeed. 

If you are not yet wise to the ways of 
NZ ear candy you needn't hang your 
head in shame, however. The place is 
about a jillion miles away, after all, and 
the country’s last pressing plant shut 
down a couple of years ago. Don’t be 
put off by all those watery miles, 
though. Become intrigued and your 
fascination will be well-rewarded. 
Should you require a bit of knowledge 
about the place before you make the 
plunge, there are ways to glean a 
healthy wad of info about its serpentine 


New Zealand gorge-popsters the Bats, Gently huffing. 


past and present. My first suggestion is 
that you search out the Kiwi Isles’ 
hepster fanzine, Alley Oop ($10 cash 
for three issues, PO Box 5164, Moray 
Place, Dunedin, NZ). Alley Oop will fill 
you in on much news, contextualize 
many combos and make you feel like a 
budding expert. Plus, if you send an 
extra three bucks they'll reward you 
with a godly cassette filled with solo 
recordings by the Clean’s David 
Kilgour. To further your grasp of 
essentials may | suggest John Dix's huge 
book, Stranded In Paradise (Paradise 
Publications, available through Flying 
Nun Records, PO Box 677, Auckland 1, 
NZ), which describes the evolution of 
NZ's culture in mind-buggering detail 
Dix has a tendency to gush about 
favorites and exclude stuff that doesn’t 
appeal to him, but the book is still 
massively informative, profusely 
illustrated and chock-full of anecdotal 
minutiae. Read enough of this stuff and 
you'll start talking with an accent. 
Anyway, onto the tapes. The first 
batch are releases by Flying Nun that 
presumably will be vinylized by the 
time this reaches you. F. Nun has been 


mining 


Monica Dee 


the most consistently amazing label of 
the past five years and the quality of this 
new junk can only enhance its 
reputation. 

First up is Bailter Space’s Thermos 
LP. We were fortunate enough to catch 
this trio live in Sydney and the new 
line-up (drummer Brent McLaughlin 
has replaced Hamish Kilgour, making 
the band, in effect, the Gordons 
redivivus) is devastating. In concert 
their sound was head-mulchingly loud 
and the very essence of top-end- 
grating-guitar-explosive, The same 
effect is present in a somewhat muted 
form on Thermos. It's full of layered, 
druggily throbbing drone-pop that will 
hypnotize your pineal gland the way a 
mongoose stares down a cobra, The 
compositions cohere without falling 
into comy song-structuring, and there's 
a totally addictive shriek that 
subliminally runs through everything. 
Bailter Space may be a bit less crazed 
than the Gordons were at their best, but 
they're still easily one of the nine best 
bands living south of the equator. 

Another winning new noise-boat is 
Sour, the debut mini-LP by SPUD. One 
‘of my pals in Christchurch, a thug 
named John Psycho, has often 
complained that F. Nun's bands are too 
cerebral—“all roll, no rock,” but it’s 
doubtful that he could apply this to 
SPUD. They're a scrapingly thuddy 
quintet from Auckland whose music 
teems with the kinda riffy, lurching, 
yowling menace that many folks 
identify with US-style scum rock. Sour 
is among the crankin’est F. Nun 
releases yet and its sloppy forward 
motion is sure to tickle many of you 
pink. 

For those mild-mannered readers. 
more interested in traditional NZ gorge- 
pop, there's the new Bats LP, The Law 
Of Things (scheduled for domestic 
release by Communion, PO Box 
95265, Atlanta, GA 30347). The Bats 
are the band that Robert Scott leads 
when the Clean are not active and Law 
is full of beautifully simple 
strum’n’‘toggle that will make John 
Psycho shit red biscuits but will soothe 
the heaving dugs of the rest of us. 
Imbued with the same gently huffed air 
that makes Galaxie 500’s recs 
superlative, this new Bats project 
doesn’t have the production sheen that 
made their last stuff seem a tad slick. 
Law finds them back in a small, rough 
studio (where all bands belong) and it is 
sure to make more than one college lass 
tingle quietly in a candlelit room. It may 
well do the same for you. 

My last F. Nun pick is not brand new, 
but it took me months to find a copy 
and the guy who shat it out is one of 
NZ's most indivisible voices so you 
oughta know about it. I'm speaking, 
naturally, of Chris Knox and his LP, 
Seizure. Chris has been central to NZ 
shenanigans, since his punk days with 


Enemy and Toy Love, but he’s probably 
best known here for his recording work 
(the Dunedin Double comp, the 
Clean’s Boodle Boodle Boodle, etc.) 
and for his membership in the Tall 
Dwarfs. On Seizure, his second solo 
album, Chris stands naked and proud, 
multitracking the hell outta his voice, 
ripping the hell outta his guitar and 
conjuring the hell outta various other 
noisemakers. He's such a genuinely 
weird wiseguy and he follows his own 
erratic lead so single-mindedly that it's 
easy to write him off as a quack. To do 
that, however, is to discount one of 
NZ’s greatest talents. Chris may insist 
on playing his songs over backing loops 
that sound like sumo wrestlers pulling 
crescent wrenches out of each other's 
wet asses, but a song as lovely as “Not 
Given Lightly” remains world-class pop 
in spite of its chunk-burl arrangement. 
That Knox's talent refuses to accept any 
of the sleekly dogshitist shackles that 
manacle most of his peers is testament 
to his deep understanding of freedom. 
A new Tall Dwarfs record is also due 
soon and if you ever pass up a disk with 
this guy’s name on it, you are doing 
yourself a grave disservice, 


Indivisible voice Chris Knox. 


Another of NZ's talented note- 
bruisers is Graeme Jefferies. The demo 
floating around for the next record by 
his current trio, the Cake Kitchen, is one 
of the most darkly rewarding things I've 
heard since John Cale’s Fear. But F. 
Nun won't be releasing that for a while. 
In the meantime, the Xpressway 
cassette label ($1 for catalog, 16 
Bernicia St., Port Chalmers, Otago, NZ) 
has rereleased the long out-of-print 
second album by one of Graeme’s old 
bands, This Kind of Punishment. TKP 
were a thunderingly moody outfit and A 
Beard Ot Bees was probably their 
masterpiece. Originally released in 
shockingly small numbers, the album’s 
reissue is a public service of no small 
note. Graeme’s guitar style is unique, 


jumping from cool folkish plucking to 
noisy swooping to small-fisted 
hammering with the ease of genius. On 
Beard it is caught in a downward- 
slurping spiral of carefully placed notes 
and beats, while Graeme's Kevin Ayers- 
like vocals, his brother's piano playing, 
and various other low-key but brutal 
surges of sound combine to form a 
stately whole that races around the rim 
of my subconcious like a go-cart 
burning pure nitro. Beard is one of the 


most brain-raking “late night listens” 
ever invented and you deserve to own 
it 

Longtime readers of this column will 
recall my fandom of a certain anarchic 
boozer named “Little” Stevie McCabe 
and his band the Axemen. Well, though 
| haven't mentioned it before, Stevie 
also runs a cassette label called Sleek 
Bott (Box 2764, Christchurch, NZ) 
whose releases consist of churlish 
choogle by the Thin Man and his pals. 
The latest gushing atrocities foisted on 
me by this lunatic are the Axemen’s 
Instant Kiwi and a comp called Age Of 
Reason. Both tapes are abundantly 
blessed with the composing/performing 
mayhem that are Stevie's stock-in- 
trade. From the sound of things 
McCabe's fascination with rap has been 
replaced by a passing fancy for Augusto 
Pablo's melodica tootling of the early 
70s. Except where Pablo existed in pure 
space, Stevie wonks atop a gristly pile 
of bass/guitar crab-baiting. Of course 
that only happens when he’s not 
imitating a bleacher full of Irishmen 
shouting at the racetrack. An excellent 
sound? I'd certainly say so. And whilst 
this crew still hasn't topped the 
Axemen’s F. Nun set, Three Virgins, in 
terms of unadulterated chaos, it’s 
comforting to know that they're still 
trying. 

Of course the cassette scene is still 
dominated by lone wolves, so I'll toss in 
one of them too. My pick is Chris 
Heazlewood's Ratfink A Booboo 
(presumably named after the Ray 
Dennis‘Steckler film and available from 
35 Cowan St., Ponsonby, Auckland, 
NZ). Chris is a former member of Sferic 
Experiment (purportedly the noisiest 
band in NZ), but this is music from the 
other side of the fence. Overloaded 
guitar lines and emotionally lost vocals 
beat the whiskey flames off of each 
other's jackets while the walls of the 
avant garage shudder convulsively. 
Some parts of this are like stumbling 
through a field of wet rocks at dawn, 
others are a bit more like sex with a 
horse. Either way, the ideas are good, 
the performance is expansive and the 
sonics are appealing. 

Well, that’s my tale of a country 
without a pressing plant. Now it’s back 
to records for this boyo. Send all nude 
photos, vinyl expressionism and plane 
tickets to PO Box 301, West Somerville, 
MA 02144. 
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Golden Years 


Column by Steven Daly 


singles 


he people who complain about 
Ti: state of today’s pop music are 

the same malcontents who would 
have been buried in some dank folk 
cellar while Martha and thé Vandellas 
were dancing in the street, 

Welcome to another Golden Age of 
singles where raw innovators, ruthless 
adult hitmakers, classic songs and def 
beats sit side by side in the Top 40. . 


Taylor Dayne, “Shelter” (Arista) 
Soul It Soul, “Dream's A Dream" (10 
Records, import) 


Milli Vanilli’s “Blame tt On The Rain’ 
was a stone classic and you're going to 
agree with me when the late-80s_ 
nostalgia wave hits. The woman 
responsible for that song and 1,000 
other unimpeachable peaches from the 
recent past is songwriter Dianne 
Warren, the one-woman Brill Building 
with a penchant for Heavy Pop and 
Unmixed Emotions who's written 
Taylor's latest belter, “I'll Be Your 
Shelter.” A brazen move onto Tina 
Turner's tuff turf, the track almost stalls 
thanks to some ham-fisted synth bass 
and clumsy drums, but by the sheer 
force of her personality the great Dayne 
gives Dianne Warren what she 
deserves—one more classic record in 
her favorite color, platinum. 

Of equal importance in the current 
Golden Age has been the success of 
Soul II Soul; the unstoppable “Keep On 
Movin’ ” opened doors for hits that 
‘would've been deemed way too raw for 
public consumption a couple of years 
back. 

“Dream” won't dictate this summer's 
tempo the way Movin’ ”” did last year, 
but its gentle house sway will 
nonetheless build a little birdhouse in 
your soul. (In case you were concerned, 
yes, Jazzie manages to stop by for his 
usual lecture.) 


The Lightning Seeds, “Pure” (MCA) 
Happy Mondays, “Step On’” (Factory, 
import) 


“Pure!” is right. If lan McCulloch had a 
song, if the Cure had a feel, if Morrissey 
had a life... . The honesty of this 
record stops the world for just a few 
minutes and you can’t ask for more 


than that. Innocence regained. 
Factory Records majordomo Tony 


rhythm section does a slow grind in 95 
percent humidity with no AC. Perfect 


Wilson proudly describes his charges for those warm evenings on the stoop. 
the Happy Mondays as “’scum.” And 

while I'm all for equal opportunity on Lisa Stansfield, “You Can’t Deny It” 
every level of the food chain, this sorry (Arista) 


effort gives scum a bad name. Liverpool 


1, Manchester 0. 


Kylie Minogue, “Better The Devil You 
Know" (PWL) 
En Vogue, “Hold On’” (Atlantic) 


Kylie Minogue's adenoidal adolescent 
vocalizing has worked well in the one- 
size-fits-all context of Stock Aitken and 
Waterman but she’s had enough—as 
option time approaches she’s mad as. 
hell and isn’t gonna take it anymore, 
talking about new vistas, fresh 
producers and (gulp) Getting Into 
Writing. So SAW take their hit machine 
off automatic pilot and excel 
themselves in every department in an 
effort to keep Kylie happy, doing us a 
massive favor in the bargain. 

En Vogue's voices are Up There too, 
but their art is deep. The exotic melody 
takes its cue from Soul II Soul, while the 


Lisa Stansfield’s “All Around the 


World” was a.sensational piece of self- 
invention around the kind of voice that 


vaporizes all criticism. “You Can‘t 
Deny It” is again bitin’ on Jazzie’s 


The Lightning Seeds' lan Broudie 


groove, with a similarly searing vocal. 
Ahistorical, acultural, probably 
amoral—a great single. 


The Chimes, “Still Haven't Found 
What I’m Looking For” (Epic, import) 
Sinéad O'Connor, “The Emperor's 
New Clothes” (Chrysalis) 


1990 won't yield many records better 
than the Chimes’ go-for-broke paean to 
sexual congress “Heaven,” so it’s with 
much regret that | announce that their 
version of U2’s finest moment sucks big, 
time. How does it offend me? Let me 


count the ways: perfunctory breakbeat, 
slack pace, African Muzak chanting, 
Bono's lyrics schmoozed with supper- 
club sincerity. This should have stayed 
an amusing rumor like the mooted Pet 
Shop Boys/Patsy “Lethal Weapon 2” 
Kensit reading of the same tune. 

Sinéad O'Connor follows up the 
Global Warming of “Nothing 
Compares 2 U" with... this, this New 
Wave anachronism? Guitars strum, 
drums roll and the mix performs 
indignities against the eardrums. And as 
for Sinéad the noted lyricist, get a load: 
“You know how it is / And how a 
pregnancy can change you” and “I will 
have my own policies / | will sleep with 
a clear conscience . . .” That old 
Smokey Robinson influence—it'Il get 
you each and every time! 


Electribe 101, “Talk to Myselt’* 
(Phonogram, import) 

Satoshi Tomiie, featuring Arnold Jarvis, 
“And | Loved You"’ (ffrr, import) 


A generation of torch singers with flat 
batteries vainly seeks the postcoital 
tristesse that's distinguished all class 
pop from “Don’t Make Me Over’ to 
“Whip Appeal’’; Electribe’s Billie Ray 
Martin has simply, achingly got it. Her 
hurt seems all the more palpable 
against the anesthetized froideur of the 
track; the favored mix features the lush 
electroglide of house's eminence grise, 
Mr. Frankie Knuckles, a high-tech 
maven with an old-fashioned sensitivity 
to The Song. 

Knuckles’ partner on the epochal 
“Teardrops,” Satoshi Tomiie, teams 
with the uninspiringly named Arnold 
Jarvis for this considerably less intense 
piece of post-club music, the sound of 
empty streets early inthe AM. ® 


The A List 


Richard Rogers, “Can't Stop Loving 
You" (SAM) 

James, “How Was It For You?”* 
(Fontana, import) 

Jimmy Somerville, “Read My Lips” 
(PolyGram) 

Nigerian Nation, “African Morning” 
(Active Records) 


THE BAND 
THE ALBUM 
THE BALL 


AND CHAIN 
TOUR 


SOCIAL DISTORTION 
* 


Management Ji Guerin or Rabat Wats Mangement 
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Grocery Store Music 


Column by Richard Gehr 
GEE aioe labels marker 
music like it was soup” is a 


complaint frequently heard 
among testy consumers of both bogus 
alternative rock and Progresso’s (rather 
tasty) escarole. I've always reckoned 
that if the cassette/CD multinationals 
were as devious as we suspect, they'd 
bypass Tower Records entirely and job / 
Do Not Want What I Haven't Got right 
next to low-salt Triscuits. Actually, my 
corner supermarket in Brooklyn already 
offers an intriguing selection of budget 
vinyl cut-outs, mostly 20 years of fine 
black pop. But when pondering the 
connection between grocery stores and 
aural exotica, | always recall the Korean 
deli | once zipped into for seltzer and 
Ding Dongs. 

“What's that great music?” | asked, 
bowled over by some joyous 
dissonance radiating from somewhere 
below the cash register. 

“Is fork music,” replied the demure 
cashier. 

“Like for dinner?” 

Because | am a simpleton, the deli 
wouldn't part with the tape. Still, tiny 


WORLD BEA 


ethnic shops all over New York supply 
indigenous sounds alongside other 
provisions tipica. The most non- 
Westernized pop music from Vietnam, 
Thailand, China and Cambodia often 
sounds drastically more peculiar to 
occidental ears than relatively familiar 
Latin, Caribbean or African grooves. 
But as a recent guided shopping tour 
through Manhattan’s Chinatown 
proved (thanks, Yale), the secret to 
earthly happiness may be no more 
complicated than “think globally, buy 
globally.’ 

In the Sun Win Trading Company on 
Mulberry Street, for instance, we 
plowed through shelves of cassettes in 
search of perfect Vietnamese and 
Cambodian beats. The friendly woman 
behind the cash register patiently 
sampled dozens of the $2 tapes for us 
on the shop’s cassette deck, Our radar 


was up for tn c6; the popular “new- 
old’ theater songs combining 
Vietnamese and Western styles in a 
quick-change fashion not unlike a 
somewhat less schizoid John Zorn. 
“Bong Hog Sa Mac,’ for example, 
opens with a lumbering Sun Ra-like 
organ intro, though all too soon it gives 
way to a man-woman conversation that 
evolves into trilling sing-speech 
accompanied by lush piano glissandos. 
Another voice joins the song, which 
stops abruptly as an Appalachian-like 
fiddle-guitar duet is struck up, only to 
be just as quickly struck down. If 
“Invitation to Love,” “Twin Peaks’ ’s 
soap-within-a-soap, were set in 
Vietnam, this would be its soundtrack. 
Tan cé’s great, if you can ignore the 
cchitchat, but | was also impressed by 
the fuzzily distorted surf guitars 
massacring 60s surf rock on Shotgun 


28, one of a series of greatest hits 
compilations featuring the likes of Elvis 
Phuong and Connie Kim, (Most of these 
cassettes were imported by Bon 
Phuong, PO Box 10278, Glendale, CA 
91209.) 

The day’s big surprise, however, was 
the arrestingly detailed Cambodian pop 
heard on a pair of dissimilar yet equally 
fine mid-80s cassettes. On the all- 
instrumental Khmer Popular Music 2, 
Ty Ly deploys quirky arrangements 
featuring creepy Lee Perry-esque 
organs, wild electric guitars and 
subtropical kitschy rhythms that trudge 
forward in a Martin Denny mode. On 
the other hand, Thoeung Son's. 
Chlangden, with tunes composed by 
Sun Cheap, resembles Indian filmi 
music, with cheesy synthesizers and 
twangy guitars in hand-to-hand combat 
with traditional Cambodian 


Deliciously different. 
Experience the captivating difference 
of Captain Morgan Spiced Rum. 

Its subtle hint of exotic spice and smooth, 
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instrumentation. 


green and red curry pastes, the 
unfortunately named Pooping 
Corporation didn’t offer a great deal in 
the way of ear-opening Thai culture. 
Sakon, Thailand's most popular 
musical style, consists mainly of 
sentimental rock ballads sweet as Thai 
iced coffee. The country’s less cloying 
rural music, [uk tung, was unavailable 
at Pooping. But if new age, Muzak-y 
harmonica solos are your idea of a 
good time, give ita try. 

The neighborhood's most offbeat 


tell, was found not in a grocery but in 
mid-70s Taiwanese record of greasy 


cover portrait of Farrah Fawcett, with 
bionic tetas somehow transmogrified 
into chromium headlights. The sound 


the record, lending it a curiously 
mechanical flavor. The best track 
consists of a solo bongo player flaying 
the skins until a perky female voice 
cries, “Hey! Bongos!” Other cuts add 
ominous wah-wahing guitars, thus 
presenting an even greater cultural 
threat to the mainland. 

Popular, folk and classical styles of 
music tend to blend together in China. 


tractor operas inflicted on the masses, 


Apart from some deliciously scalding 


selection of Chinese pop music, truth to 
Sinosong Records. There I discovered a 


organ-driven pop inside a psychotronic 


of trains is used extensively throughout 


Beyond the notorious politically correct 


the rich Chinese classical tradition, as 
heard on Chinese Classical Musical 6, 
contains a plethora of wonderfully deft 
and ethereal chamber masterpieces 
with such evocative titles as “Plum 
Flower and Moon Shadow,” “The 
Gaiety World” and “The Story of 
Hairpin: Unite Again.” At Happy 
Records, | also lucked onto a 
moronically bliss-inducing gem entitled 
Happy Drum & Organ Duet: Kiss Me 
Another. My head is currently swirling 
with a silly synthesizer, alarm-clock 
sounds, dippy keyboards and thumping 
electronic drums as | gaze fondly at the 
pair of little yellow chicks depicted on 
the cassette cover, 

Who says money can’t buy 
happiness? And the groceries of India, 
the Middle East and Korea are still to 
come. oN 


Wonderful World 


Lee Perry/Adrian Sherwood Secret 
Laboratory (Mango) 

Lee Perry/Mad Professor Mystic 
Warrior Dub (Ariwa) 

Ali Farke Toure African Blues 
(Shanachie) 

Los Pleneros de la 21/Conjunto 
Melodia Puerto Rico, Puerto Rico 
(Shanachie) 

Vieira e seu Conjunto Lambada (Sterns 
Cheb Tati £/ Hamman (Blue Moon) 
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YOU’VE GOTA 
RIGHT TO ROCK 


Music censorship is everywhere: 
Performers arrested on stage. Thousands of stores 
won’t sell records to minors. Concerts banned. 
Bands forced to change lyrics and cover art. Rec- 
ords made illegal in many towns while 35 states 
threaten to pass anti-rock laws. 


What can you do about it? Start by 
ordering a copy of You’ ve Got a Right to Rock. It’s 
the new pamphlet that gives you what youneed to 
stop the censors: 1) An overview by Dave Marsh 
of what the censors are up to and what they’re 
going to do in the next year 2) Eight ways to fight 
back 3) A national network of rock fans you can 
join to defend rock & roll. Send $3 today to Rock 
& Roll Confidential, Box 15052, Dept. SP, Long 
Beach, CA 90815. 
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35 Seconds from page 68 
LOU REED 


Where did some of the lines in your 
songs come from? 

“Vicious” was written by Andy Warhol 
and the lines “Skip and life completely 
/ stuff it in a cup” and “No kinds of 
love are better than others” were 
found in a fortune cookie. 

—1977 


NEIL YOUNG 


Is it hard to make arrangements 
with yourself when you're old 
enough to repay but young enough 
to sell? 

‘That's a hell of a question, isn't it? It 
sounds like gibberish to me. I stopped 
singing that song [“Tell Me Why”] 
because when I get to that line I go, 
what the fuck am I talking about? You 
know, I don't edit my songs. “I Am A 
Child” is like that. “What is the color 
when black is burnt?” It's a charcoal 
color I guess, but what the fuck am I 
talking about? “Now that you made 
yourself love me, do you think I can 
change it in a day?” That's a heavy one. 
‘That song [“I Believe In You"] I can 
hardly talk about. That one is too deep. 
I think I only sang it live two or three 
times, and only in the studio two or 
three times, so I may have only sung 
that song six times total. 

Is it better to burn out or to rust? 
Rust implies you're not using anything, 
that you're sitting there and letting the 
elements eat you. Burning up means 
you're cruising through the elements 
so fucking fast that you're actually 
burning, and your circuits, instead of 
corroding, are fucking disintegrating. 
You're going so fast, you're actually 
fucking the element: pming one 
with the elements, turning to gas. 
That's why it’s better to burn out. 
—1988 


STIV BATORS 


What would you do with a million 
bucks if you had to spend it in one 
weekend? 


I wouldn't mind being Pope for a 
while. I'd have the little board the Pope 
rides on and I'd make them take me in 
the water and I'd go water-skiing on it. 
And I would lower the legal age of 
consent to four. I would perform 
miracles, like turn water into soda pop. 
I would play bingo all night long. I 
could be the biggest gangster of them 
all. 

—1980 


KEITH MOON 


What kind of car was it that you 
drove into a swimming pool? 
ALincoln. 

What kind of pool was it? 

A standard Holiday Inn swimming 
pool. The Lincoln was the best thing 
about it. Then I threw the keys to the 
valet and told him to park it. 

—1975 


RAY DAVIES 


Who did you like more, the Beatles 
or the Stones? 

Llike them both for different reasons. I 
like the Beatles because their tunes 
are nice. They were very tight and I 
liked their records, which surprised 
me, because I didn’t think I would. But 
T'm closer to the Stones because I used 
to play in blues bands in England 
Stones records are nice and honest, 
and I thought some the last tracks of 
the Beatles weren't. At first, when the 
Beatles came out, George Harrison 
said in interviews that the Beatles 
were different because they never use 
echoes. But their first album is all 
echoes, 

—1974 


JAMES BROWN 


Where did the words for your song 
“For Goodness Sake, Look At 
Those Cakes” come from? 

From God. 

What kind of deodorant does the 
“Hardest Working Man in Show 
Business” use? 

Right Guard, 

—1987 


wang qog 


Meetings from page 44 


resettlement program, Geldof asked, 
“Is this true or not?” 

Although many in the room did not 
believe the figures, one of the senior 
aid officials slipped the British 
Journalist a note saying, “Do not 
expect anyone to speak freely while 
the man in the blue suit is here.” That 
man was Berhane Deressa, head of the 
RRC. 

Later, away from RRC officials 
Geldof was given an honest assessment 
of resettlement. But Geldof and the 
others continued to ignore what was 
clear—that the Ethiopian government 
was killing its own people. 

Geldof had arrived by greeting 
Deressa with hugs and enthusiasm 
that belied the moral repugnance 
burning inside him. Amid much 
backslapping and laughter, the two 
men launched into some verbal 
Jousting: “You Marxist bastard”; “You 
capitalist swine.” And then there were 
more laughs and slaps on the back. 


From “Live Aid: The Terrible Truth” by 
Robert Keating, SPIN, July 1986 


28. ANDY WARHOL MEETS 
BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 


Susan Blond called me earlier and said 
that a girl had called her up because 
she was upset because Bruce 
Springsteen was upset because he said 
I'd taken his picture on Monday night. 
She said that he doesn't like anybody 
to take pictures—that his girlfriend's a 
photographer and even she can't take 
his picture, But the funny thing is, I 
was sitting there trying to figure who 
T'd taken a picture of—I didn't even 
recognize that it was Bruce 
Springsteen—I thought it was Al 
Pacino. Why is Bruce Springsteen big? 
He talks the dumb way. Like Sylvester 
Stallone. 


From The Andy Warhol Diaries edited 
by Pat Hackett (Warner Books, 1989) 


29. BOY GEORGE MEETS 
ROBERT MITCHUM 


At the beginning of February 1984, fate 
brought tough-guy actor Robert 
Mitchum face to face with Boy George. 
On the whole, they seemed to get on 
well. Afterwards, Mitchum seemed to 
view the event in an amused light. “I 
asked if he was up for adoption. He 
dresses a bit like a faggot ... but I'm 
going to adopt him.” 


From Mad About The Boy: The Life 
and Times of Boy George and Culture 
Club by Anton Gil (Owl Books; Holt, 
Rinehart and Winston, 1984) 


30. CRISPIN GLOVER MEETS 
DAVID LETTERMAN 


The only guest ever removed from the 
show for threatening to kick the host, 
then invited back for a rematch, 
Glover: Guess some people are turned 
‘on by Brylcreem. 

Letterman: Yeah, well. I dunno. 
Glover: And they they ... I don't have 
these... 

Letterman: You seem to be 
distraught. 

Glover: People make me, make me, 
make me, make me a lot weirder and 
T'm strong, I'm strong. I can arm 
wrestle. I, I, II, do you arm wrestle? 


From “Rock the Screen” SPIN, April 
1989 


31. BON JOVI MEETS WILLIE 
NELSON 


“Willie was great, I mean Willie Nelson 
could walk into the White House and 
have dinner with the president and 
then, afterwards, go into any 
shitkicker bar and have a beer. He's 
totally cool. After the Farm Aid show, 
Willie invited us over to this—I guess 
you'd call it his country club. He asked 
us, ‘You guys play golf?’ And we said 
no. ‘You guys play pool?” Yeah. So 
Willie proceeds to kick my ass in pool. 

“Suddenly he says, ‘I'm gonna teach 
you boys how to play golf’ So he grabs 
a couple golf clubs and leads us to the 
first tee, yakking all the way about the 
movie he was making, touring, the hole 
in his jeans—he never stopped talking 
the whole way. He put the ball down, 
still talking, swung the club, hit the ball 
right down the middle of the fairway 
and looked at me and Tico and said, 
‘Now we're playing golf’ And I was 
thinking, ‘This is too fuckin’ cool’ I 
still have the golf ball.” 


From “Jon Bon Jovi" by Michael 
Corcoran, SPIN, November 1988 


32. SERGE GAINSBOURG 
MEETS WHITNEY HOUSTON 


In France, Serge Gainsbourg is a 
legend. For 20 years he has reigned as 
the country's pop superstar. He also 
reigns as France's leading drunkard, 
philanderer and scandal-maker. When 
he met up with Whitney Houston on a 
television talk show the dialogue went 
like this: “I am not Reagan and you are 
not Gorbachev, so let’s do it.” It was a 
great pickup line, He's still puzzled 
about why it didn't work, 


From “No. 69 Avec une Balle” by 
James Truman, SPIN, October 1986 


33. FRANK ZAPPA MEETS 
VACLAV HAVEL 


Frank Zappa was having dinner with 
Czechoslovakian President Vaclav 
Havel in Prague a few months after the 
revolution. The talk turned to music. 
‘Through the interpreter, Havel told 
Zappa that he'd always liked his music. 
But not as much as Captain Beefheart, 


34. THE BEASTIE BOYS MEET 
RUSSELL SIMMONS 


Simmons: When the Beastie Boys 
came to me they had talent but they 
came across as the worst sort of 
blackface band. It was like they were 
making fun of black people. A lot of 
people thought they were racist. I 
taught them how to fucking walk and 
how to fucking talk. 

Mike D (sarcastically): Well it’s true. 
Russell would dress me, he'd bring me 
breakfast in bed each morning— 
scrambled eggs and fresh squeezed 
orange juice with no pulp. He'd take 
may clothes to the laundry and wash my 
floors. He'd even change my diapers 
when they got shitty. That's why the 
Beastie Boys never had steady 
girlfriends—we had Russell. 


From “Paid in Full” by Frank Owen, 
‘SPIN, October 1989 


35. DIGITAL UNDERGROUND 
MEET SEX PACKETS 


According to Digital Underground's 
Shock G, Sex Packets were invented 
by Dr. Edward Cook at Stanford 
University as a way of relieving the 
sexual frustration of astronauts during 
long periods of space travel. The 
designer drug enables users to achieve 
orgasm without touching themselves. 
Shock G: The media suppressed news 
of this discovery, but the “packet 
theory” has leaked out onto the 
streets, In the San Francisco area, Sex 
Packets are becoming more and more 
popular as an alternative to high-risk 
sex. The packets cost anything from 
$10 for a small dose to $50 for the orgy 
packet. They come in wrappers that 
look like condom packets and you 
swallow a capsule and fall onto this 
trance-like wet dream. 


From “Rock The Art House” by Frank 
Owen, SPIN, November 1989 
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Bowie from page 58 


then you get past that and think, how 
incredibly right I was. It's a long time 
ago now, and I can be arrogant and 
self-pleasing about it to look back now 
and see that did what I intended to do, 
which was to bring a new movement. 
At least to be able to spearhead one. 1 
was the one to take the plunge. If I'd 
fucked up, where would it have gone? I 
mean, if I hadn't come here in 1969 
wearing that dress, Alice [Cooper] 
wouldn't have dressed up. They were a 
punk band at the time, with a great. 
name, With lyrics about street fighting. 
Alice and I are very close now, we had 
dinner the other night. Isn't that lovely, 
having dinner with these people? 
Because now I feel like their 
grandfather, I tell them what to do. 
Did you ever feel that you had 
competition? 

T've never had competition. Except 
Mare Bolan, back in England, Because 
Thad to have a friction of some kind. I 
had to compete with somebody, just to 
get me off the ground. Someone that 
would give me the motivation to do the 
thing in the first place. So Marc was 
perfect. He was a friend, got there 
before me. I fought like a madman to 
beat him, even though I knew there 
was really no race. But wanting 
passionately to win it. 


Interview, November, 1977: 

Are you happy? 

I've never been so happy in my life. I 
get enormous pleasure out of making 
records. The last two especially 
[Heroes and Low]. I got right 
indulgent, and did exactly what I 
wanted to. Let's face it, rock'n'roll 
doesn't interest me in the slightest. I'm 
much too old [30], for that. I've come 
out of kindergarten, I'm in the big bad 
world of being a human being. Eno and 
I were like a couple of old women. We 
had a lot to talk about. That was the 
mutual attraction. We spent 14 
minutes of every hour laughing, 10 to 
15 minutes philosophizing, solving 
every cybernetic problem under the 
sun, and five minutes actually working. 
We were in the studio three or four 
weeks, but if you pull all the minutes 
together, the actual working time was 
two and a half days. 


1977: “This is like the early London 
scene,” said a delighted David Bowie 
as he surveyed the Lower Manhattan 
Ocean Club, packed with local 
musicians and New York 

scenemakers. He smiled like a proud 
father (“You said it, I didn’t") when 
Iggy took to the stage with Patti Smith 
for a hot version of “96 Tears.” In town 
to join Iggy as the pianist on Iggy's 


tour, Bowie intends to stay out of the 
spotlight, and see that Iggy—who 
Bowie rescued from sleazy Los 
Angeles oblivion to record again—gets 
the attention on this tour. He chatted 
with old friends, drank champagne, 
smoked French cigarettes, caught up 
on the new gossip and blended 
perfectly into the scene. He said over 
and over, “What a delightful evening, 
what a wonderful club, is it always like 
this here?’ 


March, 1979: Mudd Club, New York 
City: A surprise visitor to the ever- 
popular Mudd Club last week was 
David Bowie, in New York City for one 
month to record his next album. He 
chatted about music backstage, saying, 
“Does any of it matter anymore? There 
was a time, wasn't there, when the 
music seemed so much more 
important than it does today. In 
Europe, the Ayotollah Khomeini is so 
much more important. Now I worry 
that by putting out more albums, I'm 
contributing to a useless medium. Eno 
has gone off to the South Seas. He 
doesn’t want to do music anymore. ( 
course, he has other alternatives.” 
Bowie greeted Blondie’s Debbie Harry 
and Chris Stein, danced behind the 
stage to the B-52s’ second set, and, as 
he looked around, said, “I don’t want 
to tour again. It got really boring the 
last time, But this kind of club would 
be fun to do, wouldn't it?” 


Carlyle Hotel, New York City, 198. 
was superficially applauded as 
representing rock in the early 70s,” 
said Bowie, “but I certainly was 
uneasy about it. I would contrive a 
character to sing my songs for me, 
because I didn’t think I had the nerve 
to go out and do it without a character. 
It was a desperate and contrived 
attempt to become a rock'n'roll star; I 
had to support that role and function 
because I was being received as such, 
and very successfully. Basically, while 
there are a lot of people in rock'n'roll 
that I like, I like them only when they 
can be pulled out of that club 
atmosphere. It breeds incestuous, one— 
dimensional thinking. Another thing it 
breeds, which happened to me a lot, is 
that one judges other people's welfare 
in relation to how it enhances one's 
own. It produces the most 
extraordinary, selfish, greedy sort of 
attitude. A lot of what I did had to do 
with ‘look at me,’ but a lot of it also 
had to do with wanting to do 
something exciting onstage, to change 
rock'n'roll theater. It was a personal 
hell for me to go through, but it was a 
lovely thing to do with rock. It must, 
have been great to have been in the 
audience. 


“I went to pieces. I was wallowing 
further and further into a mire of 
abuse and disuse. I came close to 
overdosing on drugs three times 
within one week. And a few people 
told me I'd better get myself out of that 
lifestyle, and out of Los Angeles in 
particular, In Berlin, I settled down 
and started my recuperation period, 
which took me two to three years. And 
even today, I get up sometimes and 
think, I'm going to live this day as if it 
was the last day of my life.” 


August 1987, New York City: Cafe 
Luxembourg restaurant, following 
Bowie's Madison Square Garden 
Glass Spider concert. Nick Rhodes, 
Jeremy Irons, Coco Schwabb (the 
other half of the Bowie team for the 
past decade) and Mick Jagger's 
assistant Tony King. Bowie asks me 
what I thought of the show. “A little 
busy,” I say, attempting to be flippant 
about the dancers, the huge props, the 
overkill. “No really,” he says. “C'mon, 
you and I have known each other too 


long. What did you really think?” In no 
uncertain terms, I proceed to tell him 
what I thought. You can only fool some 
of the people some of the time, I say. 
Less is more David, I say. Put on a 
leather jacket and jeans and go out and 
sing your hits for God's sake. It's anew 
generation, they'd love those songs. I 
finish; everyone is horrified. David is 
laughing. 


Winter, 1989: 1 call Nick Rhodes in 
England to scream about Bowie's new 
love, new band. And new beard. Nick 
says, “Uh-oh, he has a lot to answer 
for. I certainly won't let him get away 
with a beard.” 

Bowie, who has gone in and out of 
retirement more times than Judy 
Garland, is back once again with anew 
band he's calling the Tin Machine— 
‘Tony and Hunt Sales of the great Lust 
for Life period, guitarist Reeves 
Gabrel, and he seems excited . .. once 
again. Why? “I think there are only two 
ways to go,” he tells me. “When you're 
disappointed by what you're 


producing in the way of music, you can 
either just get thoroughly depressed, 
and go into a complete vortex of 
abandonment, and never do anything 
good again, or you do something about 
it. Now I like my music very much, and 
it's as simple as that.” 


1990: Bowie announces a greatest hits 
tour, “Putting these songs to bed,” he 
says. Just him and the songs. Wham, 
bam, thank you ma'am. I recall what he 
said to me about this possibility: “A lot 
of that early stuff was an urgent call to 
be recognized, It all came from a 
different place entirely. And as for age, 
I was never really known for 
representing a generation. Maybe the 
stance, but not lyrically. I've always 
stayed away from age—there's not 
that many references to it in my songs 
except maybe in “All the Young 
Dudes.” Of course, these days, you 
don't have that age thing anymore— 
there are no teenagers, really. There's 
just the living and the dead. It's all 
about surviving,” 

—Lisa Robinson 
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Cramps from page 55 


Lux: Nobody wanted to play bass. 
Ivy: Bryan [Gregory] wanted to play 
guitar and I wanted to play guitar so 
we both played guitar. We didn't want 
more than four people in the band, that 
part we knew. And the kind of music 
we play is so rhythmic, we couldn't see 
why a bass was essential. 

Lux: Like John Lee Hooker—he's got 
a lot of records that don’t have no bass. 
Ivy: We weren't trying to be 
revolutionary. 


‘The Cramps are a natural outgrowth of 
Lux’s steady boyhood diet of horror 
films and of Ivy's childhood as a bad, 
sexy little girl. The punk movement 
made it easier for the band to happen, 
and in a period of musical revolution, 
people counted the Cramps among the 
bands on the front line, 

“The first night we played was at 
{New York's] CBGB, November 1, 
1976. Audition night,” Lux rec: 
“Right before we stepped onstage we 
put new strings on all the guitars, 
because we thought they wouldn’t 
break that way. But we couldn't tune 
the guitars after that, We were totally 
out of tune, and we got four encores.” 
They were spotted by the booking 
agent from Max's Kansas City and the 
Cramps began a regular stint at that 
club. They developed a following that 
included many other prominent bands 
and members of the press. 

Ivy: Having success with this band 
made us more unemployable. It’s hard 
to get high onstage and go back to 
work, it just becomes impossible, 
Lux: Before stepping on [CBGB's] 
stage we would have been happy to 
just play that one gig and say, ‘Woo, we 
did it’ But upon stepping off that 


stage. .. 
The demonic look and occultish 
ways of guitarist Bryan Gregory, 
whom Lux met while working in a 
record store; enhanced the aura of the 
early band, But nothing was so 
mysterious as his disappearance one 
night a few years later while on tour, 
taking with him all the band’s 
equipment. “It was disastrous what he 
did to us,” says Lux. “I never want to 
see him again,” Ivy continues. “The 
record company said he'd joined this 
cult and all that, but he was just living 
in LA selling dope.” When last heard 
from, he was working in an adult 
bookstore in Sarasota, Florida. 


SPIN: Voodoo seems to play less of 
arole in the band these days. 

Lux: I don't know about that, The 
voodoo thing of it to us was always 
just what happens onstage, just getting 
carried away with it. 

Ivy: We were making posters for the 
band at a carny level of promoting 
ourselves, We tried to think of flashy 
adjectives. Like “psychobilly"—that’s 
a word we invented. Voodoo did mean 
something to us, as the magic, the 
trance that you get onstage or 
wherever, but we weren't practicing it. 
We believe more in raw power and are 
not busy sprinkling powders. 


“This neighborhood looks better than 
it did last time we were here,” says Lux 
as we creep up the block, looking for 
the house where he and Ivy began 
working up the early Cramps material. 
“It’s gone,” he says, finally. 

Ivy: It was 80-something Lux. It was 
the next block, 

Lux: No it wasn't, it was here and it's 
gone. 

Ivy: No. No. 


Lux: Yes, this is it. Ivy, that's it. 

Lux is pointing to a vacant lot between 
two occupied houses, 

Lux: A rockabilly version of “The 
Twist” is playing in the car, Ivy rolls 
down the window: the reality that the 
house is gone sinks in. 

Ivy: This is the house where the 
Cramps were born, 

Lux: Yeah, that's really the truth. In 
the attic, we had all guitars and 
amplifiers up there. That's it, that’s 
where the Cramps were born. That's 
where we lived. We'd go down this 
street to go to the supermarket. 

Ivy (exasperated): It must be gone. 
Lux: I wonder if maybe somebody 
burned it down. 

Ivy: Oh yeah, maybe it caught on fire. 
Lux: It was funny because nobody 
would come visit us when we lived 
here because we lived in a “mixed” 
neighborhood, We'd never heard that, 
living in California, until we came back 
here. 

Ivy: It must've caught on fire. 


We're back in the car, having stopped 
to take a picture of Lux and Ivy in front 
of an old donut shop sign, I ask Ivy 
how she learned about record 
production and Lux answers, “Some of 
it we learned from being in studios, but 
a lot of it just comes from listening to 
old records. They have such weird 
production on a lot of them. Things 
people don’t do anymore,” 

Ivy: They had real good accidents that 
are worth figuring out. 

Lux: Records aren't mastered the way 
they used to be ... well, they don't 
even make records anymore. There 
was fire heating up those tubes. When 
you yelled into a microphone or played 
a guitar, it would heat up a fire and 
that's what made it so wild-sounding. 


1p!odoo) Aau0y, 


Now you've got these little cold pieces 
of clay called transistors, and that’s 
what recording is. 

Ivy: I love making records. They're 
magic, and I hope that the accidents 
always happen. 

Lux: We can play better now than we 
could before. Until Candy (Del Mar, 
bassist], we never had another band 
member that could play very good. We 
would always write songs and then we 
couldn't do them. 

Ivy: People say our songs are simple, 
but they fall flat when they try to do it. 
They can't make them rock because 
they're so simple that they can flop. 
Lux: If you don't got a feeling for it, 
they ain't simple. And most folks don't 
have a feeling for it. 


On the empty highway that night, we 
ride in silence, grooving to the tinny 
saxophone and snare drum on the 
tape. “We always used to love to take 
these diet pills and drive on the 
freeways,” says Lux, “because there's 
no cars on ‘em. We'd make tapes at 
home and get all excited about going 
out and driving around in the car and 
listening to tapes.” 


“Lux and I listen to a lot of old 
records and we love it,” says Ivy. 
“We've become more able to use that, 
whereas before it was kind of like a 
fetish for us that we didn’t always 
share with the band. Lux and I have 
created our world and if it’s not a 
publicly recognized world, we'll 
continue it privately. What we do is 
very natural for us, real natural.” 

“We're always kind of looking for 
new things to amuse ourselves,” says 
Lux, “so it isn't like I've got to think up 
something for the show. I don’t feel 
pressured to be more outrageous, but I 
want people to get what they came for. 
I'm proud to be an entertainer.” 

“You could be in a band or you 
could be in a rubber room,” Ivy 
concludes, “It's just a matter of not 
getting caught. That's all that’s 
between us and a crazy place. We're 
the ones that got away. We have a song 
called ‘Wig Hat, which has part of an 
old blues song in it. It says, ‘My mama 
had twin babies and one summer day / 
she beat one on the head and I'm the 
one that got away’ We're the ones that 
got away.” 

—Robert Gordon 


Morrison from page 30 


rock'n'roller was so sudden and 
tremendous, he never really 
understood it and soon felt trapped by 
the image, longing to be thought of 
only as a poet. 


From Blue Center Light, by Tom Baker 


Jim Morrison demanded a reaction. 
Women wanted to fuck him, boys 
wanted to idolize him, men wanted to 
challenge him. 

As I sit thumbing through James 
Douglas Morrison's FBI file, I wonder 
which rock stars today would be 
deemed so threatening as to warrant 
the FBI's interest. Sure, Public Enemy 
and N.WA, but what pop stars? Sting? 
Madonna? Phil Collins? Bono? 

The New Haven incident, where he 
was arrested onstage for “lewd and 
obscene performance,” is in the FBI 
file, on the rap sheet, number 511 448 F 
and marked “FOR OFFICIAL USE 
ONLY.” It is the fourth record of arrest, 
the first three being “drunk and petty 
larceny of police helmet and 
umbrella,” Tallahassee, Florida, 9-28- 
63; “battery,” Inglewood, California, 1- 
23-66; “drunk,” Los Angeles, California, 
12-10-67, 


Morrison's file contains seven other 
records of arrest, mostly for vagrancy 
and being drunk. But the Miami and 
Phoenix incidents are also included. 
Miami is when Morrison supposedly 
exposed his penis onstage and 
Phoenix was when he was traveling to 
see a Rolling Stones concert with Tom 
Baker when they were arrested for 
“interference with a flight of an 
aircraft.” 

Soon all of this will probably be the 
meat of the new Jim Morrison film, 
which will probably be a big hit and 
launch yet another Doors revival, 
which may be an overstatement since 
the Doors’ songs are played every two 
minutes on the radio anyway. But, 
even with all this knowledge out there, 
with all the rock'n'roll books and 
movies coming out these days, with all 
the instructions on how to do it, the 
music isn't getting any better. 

Maybe it's time for some 14-year- 
olds from Des Moines to scream, 
“Turn off the lights!" 

Yeah, just turn ’em off. 


—Tom Baker and Legs McNeil 


Excerpts from Blue Center Light, 
©1981 Tom Baker, used by 
permission of Tom, Sr, and Eleanor 
Baker, 
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Bedtime Stories 
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1 + david won countless fans and widespread 
m with their album boomtown. Bedtime 
Stories is the solo debut of David Baerwald, the voice and 


lyrics of david + david. 


Featuring “All For Yo AM 


All For You” produced by Steve Berlin, Matt Wallace pai) 
and David Baerwald with additional production by Larry Klein. 
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212-633-8200 


ANNOUNCEMENT: 


DEBTS? BILLS PILING UP? Bad 
credit is no problem. We'll help. Li- 
censed/Bonded. Applications ac- 
cepted $500-$50,000. Not a loan 
company. UAC, Dept. SN, RO. Box 
26295, Birmingham, AL. 35226 or 
call (205) 822-8284. 


QUALITY SEATING FOR ALL 
Events: Clapton, Fleetwood Mac, 
Janet Jackson, Sinead, Billy Idol, 
Aerosmith, Eurasia & Heart. Men- 
tion SPIN and get a 10% discount. 
Call Elite Tickets for all your con- 
cert needs anywhere! (212) 736- 
6565. 


MOTHER LUCY—Contused, de- 
Pressed, lonely, worried, nervous, 
sick, family problems, financial, 
loved ones, stumbling blocks, 
court cases, need help? 409-647- 
4629, or write P.0.B. 143 Old 
Ocean, TX 77463. 


FREE PROMOTIONAL ALBUMS, 
©.D.S, concert tickets, stereos, 
etc. Information: Barry Publica- 
tions, 477 82nd Street, Brooklyn, 
NY 11209. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


NEED EXTRA INCOME FOR 
1990? Earn $500-$1000 weekly 
stuffing envelopes. For detalls— 
Rush $1.00 with SASE: OIH Group, 
7121 Laure! Hill, Orlando, FL 32818. 


HAWAILAN TOURS Beginning soon. 
Need host, tour guides, & photog- 
raphers. Free trans. For application 
and processing send $15 to EWI 
Personal Tours, 4631 NW 31st Ave. 
Suite 197, Fort Lauderdale, FL 
333089. 


EARNINGS UNLIMITED! MAIL OUR 
burglar alarm advertisements from 
home! RBM Merchandising, Box 
59314 Chicago, IL 60659. 


WIN AT LOTTO Winning secrets re- 
vealed. Send $1 FEN inc. Box 1276 
Scranton, PA 18601. 


MUSIC IS FUNI It's also a busi- 
ness! To be a success the right 
People must hear your music. 
$19.99 gets names & addresses of 
top 100 A&R reps in the record biz 
(they find and sign talent). Send 
check to MUSIC PROCESSING 304 
Newberry St. Ste 269, Boston, MA 
ozs. 


LET THE GOVERNMENT FINANCE 
your small business. Grants/ioans 
000. Free recorded mes- 


ROCKIN’ ROBIN GIANT COL- 
LECTABLE poster, memorabilia, & 
magazine catalogue now availa- 
ble. Send $3.00 (cash, check or 
stamps) to: Rockin’ Robin, 1657 S. 
Wooster St., LA, CA 90035. 


INCOGNITO BY MAIL 40 pages 
‘of mens and womens rock cloth- 
ing. Leather, dresses, hats, shades, 
jewelry, 300+ T shirts, accesso: 
ries, & our own Incognito Action 
Sportswear line of clothing. Its 
pumpint!! Send $2.00 redeemable 
at purchase and send to incognito. 
PO. Box 1286 Dept SP 8 Royal Oak, 
MI. 48067, 313-548-2980, 


MAKE YOUR OWN TIE-DYES! 
Bright_permanent professional 
dyes. Complete instructions. Sens 
SASE for catalog or $20.50 for be- 
ginners dye kit. Grateful Dyes—| 
rate Records, 4664 S. Yosemite St., 
Englewood, CO 80111, ph. (303) 
721-6032. 


SIGN OF THE TIMES-PEACE 
TEE'S-$10, Posters-$6 Free Cata- 
log. Peace Graphics, Box 232- 
‘Springfield, OH, 45501. 


AUTOGRAPHS—1000 celebrity 
home addresses, Prince, Ma- 
donna, Fox, U2, Jacksons, Cher, 
send $6.00. Box 428666 Cincin- 
nati, OH 45242. 


COLLECTORS ITEMS 


ROCK COLLECTORS—VINTAGE 
CREEM Mags available 1976-1988. 
‘A must for serious fan. Everything 
from Who and Iggy to Stones, Zep- 
pelin, Including Lester Bangs 
greatest writing. For listing send 
$1.00 to Music Mag, 7080 Holly- 
wood Blvd, Suite 415, Hollywood, 
CA 90028. 


FAN CLUBS 


HEY MELISSA ETHERIDGE 
FANS! This fan would love to hear 
from other fans! Any info write M.E. 
Box 73 Douglas, MI 49406. 


REM. 


PO BOX 8032 
Athens, GA 30603 
HELP WANTED 


Need Extra Income For 19907 
Eam $500-$1000 weekly stuffing 
envelopes. Rush $1 & SASE to OIH 
Group 7121 Laurel Hill Fd. Orlando, 
FL 32818. 


EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! As- 
semble products at home. Call for 
Info. 504-641-8003 Ext. 2566. 


HELP WANTED 


READERS WANTED! Freelance to 
read books & film scripts at home 
for pay-$100 per title! (FREE MAN- 
UAL MAILED) Amazing recorded 
message reveals details. 1-900- 
420-TALENT Call/$10/Report. 


JEWELRY 


WATCH REPLICAS! LOWEST NA- 
TIONWIDE! Warranty! Exact 
weight! 18KT Gold-Plated! (404) 
963-3USA 


HAND CRAFTED CYRSTAL point 
necklaces on leather $9 + $2 Ship. 
Frehley's PO Box 11701 SLC, UT 
84147. Info on other stones $1. 


MUSICIANS 


How To Make It In The Music 
Business and TV” (FREE BOOK!) 
Gives systematic techniques. 
Seeking a record deal? Audition 
and Job Line (Includes TV Com- 
mercials) 1-900-420-TALENT CALL 
$10/Report. 


ROCK N'ROLL—How to begin your 
first rock'n'roll band. A guide with 
valuable information! Written by a 
musician with 10 years experience 
in the business. Send $5 PO Box 
1456, Glendora, CA 91740. 


MANHATTAN RECORD CO. 
‘SEEKS song/lyrics. No fee for ac- 
cepted songs: Infinity, 170 Broad- 
way #201 NY,NY 10038 call 
1-900-454-FAME (INFO/95¢/MIN) 


PEN PAL 


PENFRIENDS-ENGLAND-USA 
Make lasting friendships. Send 
age, interests. Free reply. Harmony, 
Box 82295 SP, Phoenix, AZ 85071. 


SOVIET-AMERICAN PENFRIENDS: 
All ages. Participate in Glasnost! 
Free Details! Semco, PO Box 
180851, Dallas, TX 75218-0851. 


MEET INTERESTING PEOPLE 
Worldwide for friendship, travel or 
marriage. Personally selected 
troductions. All ages, interests. 
Write Fusion, Box 3275-5, Everett, 
‘WA 98203. 


PERSONA 


MEET INTERESTING PEOPLE 
world wide for friendship, travel or 
marriage. Personally selected in- 
troductions. All ages, interests. 
Write Fusion Box 3275-5 Everett, 
WA 98203. 


POSTERS & PHOTOS 


$1 EXCLUSIVE CONCERT PHO- 
TOSI! World's largest selection, 
‘over 10,000 beautiful color photos. 
Every group from the 60's to 90's. 
Giant catalog, color sample—St. 
Front Row Photos, Box 484, N. 
Nesconset, NY 11767. 


RECORDS, TAPES & CD'S 


RARE IMPORTED RECORDS, CDS, 
Posters, videos, Memorabilia. Cat- 
alog $1.00. SPINDIZZY, Dept. J, Box 
20708, Milwaukee, Wi 53220- 
0708. 


FREE C.D. CATALOGUE, PLUS LPs, 
$2.50 or less. Barry Publishing, 477 
82nd Street, Brooklyn, NY 11209. 


1000'S OF IMPORT CD's, 45's & 12" 
from Europe, Japan & Australia. 
Call or write for free catalog. Ama- 
zon Records, 178 Franklin St., Al- 
ston, MA 02134. (617) 782-9329. 


OBSCURE AND ALTERNATIVE 
‘compact discs. $1.00 for quarterly 
catalog. Off the Record, 6136 El 
Cajon Bivd., San Diego, CA 92115. 


IMPORT RECORDS & CD's. 
‘Cure to Current 93, New Order to 
Negativeland, Depeche Mode to 
Death in June. Send $1 for Catalog. 
LRE, 4410 Lake Ave., Roch NY 
14612. 


VINYL VENDORS CATALOGUE with 
over 15,000 collectable & rare al- 
bums, 12” eps, 7” 45s & CDs avalla- 
ble for $3.00. CD only catalogue 
(mostly Promo CDs) available for 
fifty cents. VINYL VENDORS, 1800 
S. Robertson Bivd. #279, LA, CA 
‘90035. 


PRIVATE COLLECTION Catalog $1 
BOX 50142 PROVO, UT 84605- 
0142. 


WE HAVE A GREAT CATALOG OF 
rare/out of print records & tapes. 
Send four 25-cent stamps: UK- 
USA Records, Box 6164, San Ra- 
fael, CA 94903 and get yours 
today! 


ALEZA RECORDS PRESENTS NICK 
CHINA IN "MS. HOOKER IS RUN- 
NING FREE” 11 Songs send $5.00 
‘Check or m.o. to Aleza Records 
RO.B. 225 Forest Hills, NY 11375 


AMAZING FREE MAIL ORDER 
catalog of Cassette-Only Releases 
by top bands! Rock, Reggae, Punk 
Rock, Dub, Avant Garde. Be Sur- 
prised! ROIR, 611 Broadway, Suite 
4n-S 


RECORDS, TAPES & CI 


ETHEREAL-GLOOM-GOTH CAT- 
ALOG...Free! Rare independent 
releases. Project-S, PO Box 1591 
Garden Grove CA, 92642-1591. 


ON VIDEO! DEREK JARMAN'S Last 
of England, Kenneth Anger, Andy 
Warhol, William Burroughs and 
others. For free catalog, write Mys- 
tic Fire Video, RO. Box 9323, Dept. 
SP-2, South burlington, VT 05403 
or call 1-800-727-8433, 


CLASSIC ROCK TAPES & RARI- 
TIES. Who, Zepplin, Stones, U2 & 
more! Send SASE to PO Box 
350398. Bklyn NY 11235-00010 


FLOATING LESBIANS—Funky 
Band!! Debut tape: $5—Falcon 
Manor One, Apt #8, Montevallo, 
AL 35115 


40 DOG New 12” Ep. includes 
DRAIN-O-BOMB Distributed by 
Important or send $5 to Rosebud 
Prod, #4BN, 44 North B-Way, 
White Plains, NY 10603 Dus call 
914-285-9734. 


REGGAE 


LOCAL HERO ORIG. MID-WEST 
REGGAE BAND New Rel. “FOR- 
WARD" on CD/Cass. T-Shirt, But- 
tons, B. Stickers. For Booking 
‘918-583-2857, 820 E. Srd St, Tulsa, 
OK 74120 ‘One Love 


TRAVEL 


SINGLE: WILL TRAVEL, A bro- 
chure listing clubs and tours that 
are ideal for the solo traveler, $5.00 
to Solar Publishing, PO. Box 2232, 
‘Acton, MA 0172 


CONCERTS TRAVEL 


DAVID BOWIE 8/7 
PRINCE 8/24 
IN 
LONDON 


Round Trip Air, Room, 
Concert Tickets & More! 


From Only $598 + $26 taxes 
| aay Contact: 


CAMPUS HOLIDAYS USA | 
Toll Free 1-800-345-2775 | 


cor call your local ASTA agent 


SIMPSONS - MARRIED W/CHILDREN 


—Official Licensed Merchandise— 
SMPSOMS: Poster $5; Hat 812. Fst $15 (5.M,L XL), 
Nightshi $1999 (One ste sa), 
Big bution $4, Button $150 
MARRIED: Poster $5, Fait $15, Buton $150, 
WMA: Postar $5, Fait S18, Hat $12, Bi bution 64, 
DICK TRACY: Poster $5, Fait $15, Butlon $150. 
‘Aid $2 postage, $150 each posta, MY. rs. add sales tx. 
"FREE Git with orders oer $20. ORDER TOOAM 
Send chuck or ESSENTIALS, Dot. $P1, 1294 Thi Ae, 
order o: Sate 210, Now Yor, HY 10021 


NINJA TURTLES - DICK TRACY 


TERM PAPER 


SEND $2 FOR CATALOG 
LISTING 16,278 RESEARCH PAPERS, or 
CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 

ia ow F26IS. at Aoges. CA S025 


BURNING AIRLINES 


‘OFPICIAL MERCKANDISE FROM ENGLAND & ELSEWHERE 


T-SHIRTS + THINGS 


HATE BUS, STONE RoE, 

OUI. MEAP PUP 

DO CHa EE, 

'ALABN, LAURIE ANDERSON, 

JaweS DEAN, uaa 

BLUES SHO. 08 KINGS 

TO1S. PRON, ANIESTY 

Isr at ung EN 
eertoven 


CATALOG—$1 50—Offical merchandise nclding 
butions, books, posters, recordings and much, 
‘morel FREE sth orders 


‘Send to: BURNING AIRLINES (SPIO) 
P.O. BOX 3757 
TRENTON, NJ 08629 


\VISA/MC; Call 1-609-587-7887 11AM-SPM EST. 


EROTIC EXOTIC 
BARTENDERS’ GUIDE 
Aspen yur nova screw 
SHORT seme Mae ORS 
Sb te seners To nese Ato Te 
GTHER ener BRS BOOK ONL S86 
per 


concers 
PetoGateeas Beranrwene x17 
Sifreauwan Patan 


LAUGHING DOG 
T-SHIRTS! 
Highest Quality Ts 
TESHIATS $1.95 


reno BE 800+ 955-4D0G 


KILLER RECORDINGS!! MGW Swey¥$ 


LEARN VOGUE 
DANCING 
LEARN THE HOTTEST 
‘STEPS AND THE MOST 
HIP STYLES 
‘einen 
oe 
VOGUE ARTS, P.O. 80x 225, 
es 


PLAY KEYBOARD AND READ MUSIC QUICKLY 
VHS Video Lessons $29.50 + $40 (5 4H) 
‘Audio Cassette Lessons $19.50 + $350 (8 & H) 
Includes Main Assignments Text, & Chord Chat 
Smith in P.O, Box $67092, Alana, GA 0356 
(4) 998-6879 
YES! IT REALLY WORKS! 


we) 


T-Shirts: 


design on white 100% cotton T-Shirt 


MLXL Wit $250.00. + $2.00 
hoping & handing 
GRAPHICS 
127 MacDougal St. P.O. BOX 977 
+N.Y, 10012 


aU DONT HWE TO 


[FUCK PEOPLE evER ESSENTIAL 


APPAREL 


MINT SMOPING BIDE 
with iH 
Fobacco Storage Chamber | |); 


ae pong en 
“sag 
Oban Soon 


THE TIMES OF TRANSITION 
The unique, Russian quartz watch 
with fascinating feature - unattached 
second hand in form of the hammer 
and sickle revolving around watches 
face with red star and true Russian 
language JPYK BA - friendship. 
$35.00 each or two for $60.00. Add 
$3.00 for postage and handling 

Send check or money order to: 

Mirek Kanik®, Dpt. 325 
382 S. Mountain Ave. 

P.O. Box 5016, Upland, CA 91786 
Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery 
CA residents add 6.75% sales tax. 


You phone bil wil be carpe $3. for ship. & hand 


BUMPER STICKERS 


We isa ou os tar cet cate mth 00 ey 
ay sate ud regis nd er ese a $500 
Ws Baten 
ti WAU 
(er nw ans eave 3 cor 3 emp eke 0 ae) 
Sten gazes rae) Dk 


IVE FALLEN..,| 22, 


FASHION 
& Footwear! 


CALL NOW FOR 
AONE YEAR 
SUBSCRIPTION 


1-900-420-9191 


50 $3.10 \CKOUT FASHIONS 
Dept. SPS PO Box 20901 + New York, NY 10009 


JUST DO ME. 


Specify White or Black T-Shirt... $13.95 
Style RJM —S, M, L, XL 


‘Send check or money order to: 


T-FORCE 
8033 Sunset Blvd, Suite 175 
Los Angeles, CA 90046 


WHITE T-SHIRT 
HAVE sou 
syle REP — 8, M,L, XL 
YOU “Send check or 
‘money order to: 
SEEN _ T-FORCE 
8033 Sunset Blvd. 


‘ute 175 
ME? Los Angeles, CA 90046 


keep AMERICA |,LARS. TSHIRTS 


“sou Lh 


GREEN omy $14.95 » seas, 


LARS PRODUCTIONS » 


52 Baton, NY 11713 


95 


9% 


Epilogue by 
Nick Tosches 


N ‘ow that the 1980s, whatever the fuck they were, 
are, like the great Liberace himself, dead and 
gone, can’t we get this whole dumb business of 
rock’n’roll out of the way once and for all? 

| mean, let's get it straight. Rock’n’roll is dead. 
Deader than the eighties. Deader than Liberace. 
Deader than the papal penis. Dead. Bill Haley, the 
first white rock'n'roll star, came, turned to shit, and 
went all in one fell swoop, by the summer of 1954. In 
other words, the cycle was already complete, the 
beast of rock’n‘roll had been tamed for the circus of 
the masses, by the time Elvis (another dead fuck) 
came along. Elvis played out the cycle again, in the 
span of six months: in “Milkcow Blues Boogie,’ his 
third record, made in December 1954, raw power 
had already turned to schmaltz. You could hear it in 
that well-rehearsed false start, followed by that voice 
foreshadowing bad beatnik movies to come: “Hold 
it, fellas, That don’t move. Let’s get real, real gone.” 
He didn’t have far to go from there to “Bossa Nova 
Baby’ (1963), after which came the Beatles, or the 
beginning of rock'n'roll as culture, replete with a 


fucking limey accent—culture, which neither “From 
a Buick 6” in the summer of 1965 nor anything since 
could save us. Even the idea of rock’n’roll being dead 
was old by then. The Maddox Brothers and Rose had 
recorded “The Death of Rock & Roll’” in 1956. 

| mean, here we are in the 1990s, whatever the 
fuck they are, and this rock’n’roll culture shit is still 
with us. Take a good look at the bald spot on Paul 
Shaeffer’s head, That’s what rock'n'roll is today: A 
fucking bar mitzvah band led by some fucking 
asshole baldy. (Look under Dion’s hat, you'll find 
something almost as bad: religion.) It’s Muzak on the 
elevator to middle age. What are the Eurythmics but 
the Steve and Edie of our own dismal descent into the 
blandness of middle age? Is there any difference 
between Bruce Springsteen’s "Born in the USA" and 
Chrysler's “The Pride Is Back / Born in America” 
advertising campaign? Is that what rock'n'roll in its 
death has become, a fucking car commercial? Can 
anything used to sell beer be alive? Why doesn’t that 
bald fool get his ass down to Carl Perkins’s Apollo 
Hair Systems in Memphis? Better yet, why doesn’t he 
do himself in? Liberace dies and he lives. | don’t get 
it 

| mean, | tried to like rap music. It sounded 
incendiary from a distance, Maybe it was creating 
strife between the races, something like that. Then | 
listened to it. I've heard more incendiary lines on 
“Leave It to Beaver.” But, after all, could anything 
called “black music” be any less bland or superficial 
than—hey, let's get real, real gone—‘‘white music’’? 
Public Image? Guns N’ Roses? It’s a pitiful day when 
the only people so-called rock'n'roll can offend are 
Tipper Gore and the fucking ADL. 

| mean,|'ve seen Pete Townshendas an after-dinner 
speaker at the Waldorf. Don’t get me wrong; he was 
good. A regular Sir Cedric Hardwicke or some such 
shit. But—hey—"I hope | die before | get old’? Sure, 
that was a quarter of a century ago; but, still, he 
ought to be pushing up daisies by now. And who are 
the Rolling Stones kidding? Even Lawrence Welk 
knew when to turn off the bubble machine and call it 
quits. 

We live in an age in which our Caesars no longer 
write their own speeches but, instead, like hollow 
actors, enunciate platitudes written for them, like so 
much vapid advertising copy. It has been so long 
since they have elucidated their own honest thoughts 
that honest thought itself is instinctively shunned as 
taboo, as something that might alienate the 
consumer. Much of the writing—not only about 
rock’n‘roll, but about everything—has taken on that 
same deadening quality, as if writers are ghostwriting, 
their own thoughts to conform to some norm of taste. 
“Time cries and lets you care.” Fuck that shit. “We 
Are the World” was not rock'n'roll. It was the sound 
of Time crying. Maybe real rock'n'roll is impossible 
in the age of safe sex, an age in which the youth of 
‘America seem more driven by venality than by 
venery, an age in which yellow suspenders are 
regarded as a sign of power rather than of putzhood. 

But what the hell. We are here to praise 
rock’n‘roll, not to linger at its grave. If we can live 
without Liberace, we can live without rock’n‘roll as 
well. 
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Warning: The Following 
May Cause Chills, Dizziness, 
Shortness 


The Lynx portable game system is as good as home systems. It has great color and sharpness like a 
big screen TV. It has deep levels of play on popular and new games. On some games, you will be 
able to link up to eight Lynxes so everybody can play together. It’s enough to give you chills. And 


make our competitors sick. Lynx is available at all major toy stores and 
electronic retailers. Call 1-800-443-8020 for the dealer nearest you. 


Bueligtring”: Fly the top secret combat 
jet while avoiding missiles, ice fields, 
canyon walls and the dark of night 


Gantiet': Smash arcade hit 
Theenchanted Star Gem. 
has crashed, Capture it from 
evil creatures before they 
destroy man. 


Bway 
joypad for 
more control, You can also 
flip the screen and play 
left-handed. 


| 


Lots of games 
with more on the way 


Plug any standard 
headset into the Lynx for more 
istic 4 channel sound. 


1a 


1 


ips Chlenge’ Help Chip through 
144 levels without getting nailed by 
cherry bombs, water-traps, and 
hundreds of other hazards. 


‘Gauntlet eel wader of Ath Games 


=, 
aL 


Bectocop: Rescue the kidnapped 
daughter of the president. Invade the 
Steel Complex where dangerous 

robot traps protect the Criminal Brain, 


TO rag 


: 
(Gifonia Games’: Surf your brains out 
Juggle the Foot Bag, Skateboard the 


Half Pipe. Slam off the desert berms 
on your BMX bike. 


Connect up to 8 Lynxes. On some games, 
all 8 players can be on screen at once. 


ero radtarks of Aur Conpraion. ©1990 Ate 
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are trademarks or regtered trademarks of Epp, nc ©1990, 


For people who like to smoke... 


KD) a. 


= BENSON& HEDGES 


D 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 


